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Enter Richard Duke ofGlofiCcfler,(ohu. 

S OW is the winter of difcontent, 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonne of Torkei 
And all the cloudes that lowr’d vpon our houfe. 
In the deepe bofomeoftheOcean buried, 

Noyr are bur browes bound with victorious wreathes, 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to merrie meetings, 
Ourdreadfull marches to delightfull pleafures. 
Grim-vifagde war, hath Imoothd his wrinckled front, 

And now in ftead of mounting barbed fteedes. 

To fright the foules of fearefull aduerfaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber. 

To the lafeiuious pleafing of a loue. 

But 1 that am not Iharpe offportiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking Glalle; 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want loues Maieftic, 

To ft rut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by diilembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vnfiniflit,fent before my time 
Into this breathingworidhahemade vp, 

And that fo lamely and vnfalliionable, 

That dogs barke at me as I halt by them; 

Why I in this weake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to paile away the time, 

Vnleffe to fpie my madow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne deformitie; 

And therefore fince 1 cannot proue a louer, 

T o entertaine thefe faire well fpoken daies, 

I am determined to proue a villaine, 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe daies; 

Plots haue I laid, indu&ions dangerous, 

A & i- By 




TheTragedle 

By drunken prophefics,libelsand dreames,- 
To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate the one again ft the other. 

And if King Edward, be as true and iuft 
As I am fubtile, falfe and trecherous ; 

This day lhould parence clofely be mewd vp, 

About a Prophelie which fayes that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murthcrer Hull be. 

Diue thoughts downe to my foule. Enter Clarence with 

Heere Clarence comes, a Gvard of men* 

Brother,good daies,\vhat rneanes this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace. ? 

Cla. His Maieftie tendering my perfons fafetie hath ap- 
This conduct to conuey me to the T ower, (pointed 

Clo. Vpanwhatcaufej 
Cla. Becaufe my name is Cjeorge. 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none ofyours. 

He fhould for that commit your good fathers: 

O belike his maieftie hath fomc intent 
Thatyou fkall be new chriftened in theTower, 

But what is the matter Clarence, may I know? 

pa. Yea Richard when I doe know, for I proteft 
As yet I doe not, but as I can learne. 

He hearkens after prophefies and dreames, 

And from thecrolTe-row pluckes the letter G; 

And fayes a wizard told him that by G, 

His iftuedifinheritcd fliould be, 

And for my name of Cjtorge begins with G, 

It follow es in his thought that I am he; 

Thcfe as I learne, and fuch like toyes as thefe, 

Haue moued his Highneife to commit me now. 

Clo. Why this it is when men are rulde by women, 

Tis not the King that fends you tothe Tower, 

My Lady Cray his wife, Clarence tis fhe 
That tempts him to this extreamitie.- 
Was it not fhe and that good man of worihip 
^Anthony Woo dalle her brother there, 

That made him fendLord Haflings to the Tower, 

From whence this prefent day he is deliucred i 
vy e are not fafe parme^ arc not fafe. 




Ha. By heauen 1 thmke there is no man fecur d 

But the Queenes kindred, andnight-walking Heralds, 

ThVt trudge betwixt-che King and Miftreffe Shoare: 

Heard yenot what an humble fupphant 

lord toherfor his deliuene? 

Glo. Humble complayning to herDeitie, 

Got my Lord Ghamberlaine hislibeme, 
lletelly ou what, I thinke it is our way, 

If we will keepe in fauour with the lung. 

To be her men,and vvearehcrliuenc. 

The iealous ore-worne w.ddovv and her feUe,^ 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 

Are mi°htie eoflips in this Monarchy, 

Bro. I bcfeech your graces both to pardonme . ■ 

His maieftie hath ttraightly giuen m charge. 

That no man flull haue priuate conference, 

Of what degree foeuer With his brother. 

Glo. Euenfo& pleafeyourworihip Brekenbnry, 

I You may partake of any thing we fay: 

Wefpeake no treafon man, we lay the King 
Iswife and vertuous,and his noble Qpeene 
Well ftrooke in yeares, faire and not iealous, 

Wefay that Shores wife hath a prettie foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye,a pajfting pleaung t ° n § l j es 
And that the Queenes kindred are made gentle folkes.* 

Howfayyoufir,canyoudenyallthis? 

Bro. With this (my Lord) my felfe haue nought todo. 
Glo. Naught todo with Miftrefte Shore , I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naught with her, exceptingone, 

Were beft he do it fecretly alone. 

Bro. What on e my Lord? 

Glo . Her husband knaue,wouldftthou betray me? ' 

Bro, I befeech your Grace to pardon me, and withall foi*~ 
Your conference with the noble Dtike. (bears 

Cla. We know thy charge Brokenbury, and will obey. 

Glo * We arc the Queenes ^bieefts and mutt obey, . 
Brother farewell, I will vnto the King, 

-4nd whatfoeuer yow will imploy me in, 

Were it t© call KiBg^d^rirwiddowfiftcfs A , 
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I will performc it to infranchife yoii, 

Mcanetirfie this deepe difgracc in brotherhood, 

T ouchesrme deeper then you can imagine. 

C/a, 1 know it pleaieth neither of vs well. 
g/o. Well, your imprifonment fhall not be long. 

I will deliuer you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

C/a. I muft perforce, farewell. Exit (f la. 

G/o . Go tread the path, that thou (halt nerereturnc, ' 
Simple plainq Clarence, I do loue thee fo. 

That 1 vvililhortly fendthyfouleto hcauen, 

If heauen will take the prefent at our hands.- 
But who comes heere,the new dcliucred Raftings* 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Raft. Good time of day vqto my gracious Lord. 

G/o. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine; 

W ell are you welcome to this open airej 
How hath your Lordihip brookt imprifonment? 

Raft, W ith patience(noble Lord)as prifoners mull; 

But I (ball liue my Lord togiue them thanks. 

That were the caufeof my imprifonment. 

G/o, NodoubtjnodoubtjandfofliallC&pvf/jc* too, 

For they that were your enemies, are his. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittiethat the Eagle fhould be mewed, 

■ While Kites and Buzzards prey at libertie. 

G/o. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 

The King is fiekly,weake and melancholy, 

And hisPhifitions fearehim mightily. 

G/o. Now by St. Paul this ncewes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an euill dictlong. 

And ouermuchconfiimed his Royall perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to be thought vpon, 

W.hat,is he in his bed? 

Raft. He is. 

Glc, Go you before,and I will follow you. Exit B4' 

Hecannotliuclhope,andmoft not die 
Till George be packt with poll horfe vp to heauen, 

He in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, VVitn 
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with lyes well fteeld with weightie arguments, 

A„d ,f I fade not in my deepe intent, 
rurence hath not another day to hue 
^Vhich done, God take King Edwardto -his mercy, 

And leaue the world for m e to bulLdl in. 

For then Ilemarry^w^yongeft daughter. 

What though I kild her husband and her father. 

The readied way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become herhusbandand her father: 

The which will I,not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fccret dole intent, 

By marrying her which 1 muft reach vnto, 

Rut yet I run before my horfe to Market: 

Clarence Hill breathes , Edward ftillliucs and raignes, 

When they arc gone, then mull 1 count my games. Extt. 

Enter Lady Ame,mth the hearfe of Harry the 6< 

Lady Anne. Set downe,fet downe your honorable Lord, 
If honor may be fhrowded in a hearfe, 

Whileft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter . 

Poore key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale alhes of the houfe of Lancafter , 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 
Beitlawfullthat 1 inuocatethy Ghoft, 

To heare the lamentations of poorer sAnne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtered fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes : 

Loe,in thofc windowes that let forth thy life, 

I pourethe helpclelfe blame of my poore eyes. 

Curd be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Cur ft be the heart, that had the heartto do it. 

More direful! hap betide that hated wretch, • 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee ; 

Then I can with to Adders, Spiders, T oads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that liues. 

If euer he haucchild, abortiue be it, 

Prodigious and vntimely brought tolight: 

Whole vgly and vnnam rail afpeft 
May fright the hopefull mother at the view. 
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If cuer hehaue wife, let her be mad; 

As miferable by the death of him. 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertleymih your holy load 
T aken from ‘Tattles to be interred there; 

And ftillasyouareawearie ofthe waight. 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries coarfe, 

Enter Glofler, 
gio.St&y you that beare the coarfe, and fet it downc, 
La. What blacke Magitian coniures vp this fiend 
To flop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo, Villaine,fet downe the coarfe, or by SuPattl, 

He make a coarfe of him that difobeyes. 

Gen , Stand backe and let the Coffin pafte. 

Glo. V nmanner’d dog,ftand thou when I command, 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

•Or by Saint Taul)\& ftrike thee to my foote, 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes* 

La. What do you tremble, are you 
Alas, I blame you notforyou are mortall, 

A nd mortall ey cscannot endure the diuell. 

Auant thou fearefull minifter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his 
His foule thou canft not haue, therefore 
Glo. Sweet Saint for charitie,be not lo curft. 

La. Foule diuelffor Gods fake hence & 

For thou haft made the happie earth thy hell; 

Fil’d it with curling cries and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight to view thy hainous deeds. 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee,feedead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed 
Blu(h,bulfii,thoulumpe of foule deformitie, 

For tis thy prefence that exhales thisblo~ J 
From cold and emptie veynes where no 
Thy deed inhumaine and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood mad’ft,reueng 
Oh earth, which this bloud drink’ft,reuenge his death; 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the rourtherer dead 






Or earth gape open wide, and eatc him quicke. 

As thoudidft fwallowvp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hel-gouernd arme hath butchered, 

Glo, Lady, you know no rules ofeharitie, 

\ fVhich renders good for bad,bleiIingsforcurfes, 

La. Villanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor man : 

\ No bead fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittie, 

Glo. But 1 know none, and therefore am nobcaft. 

La, Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafe deuine perfection of a woman, 

Ofthefefuppofed euils to giue mcleaue, 

By circumftance buttoacquite my felfe. 

La. vouchfafe defufed infection of a man. 

For thefe knowne euils,but to giue me leaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfc. 

Glo , Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my felfe, 

• La, Fouler then heart can thinkc thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 
glo. By fuch difpaire I ffiould accule my felfe. 

La. And by difparing fhouldft thou Hand excufdc. 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft, vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

Glo, Say that J (l^w them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, and diueliffi Ikueby thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he is a]iue. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lycft. Queene Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoaking in his blood. 

The which thou once didft bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brother beate afide the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouoked by hefr (landerous tongue 
Which laide their guift vpon my guiltlelTe flioulders 
La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie mindc. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought: butbutcheryes. 

Oidft th*u not kill this K ing } Glo* I grant yee 




graunt me hedgehog,then God grauntraetoo 
Thoumaieft be damned for that wickcddccd. 

Oh he was gentle,mild,and vertuous. 

G/o.Thehtter forthe Kmgofheaucn that hath him, 
La. He is tn heauen, where thou flialtncuer come. 

0/0. Let him thaake me that holpeto (end him thither 
For he was fitter forthat place then earth. 

La. And thou vnifit for any place but hell, 

<//o. Yesone place clfc,ifyou will heare me name it. 
Z^.Some Dungeon. Glo. Y our bed-chamber. 
La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Clo. So will it Madame, till I lie with you. 

La. I hopefo. 

GVc.lknow fo, but gentle Ladie ^nne, 

Toleauc this kind incounter of ourwits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flow er methode •• 

Is not the caufer of the time-leflc deaths. 

Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner i 

La. Thou artthecaufe,and mod accurft effed; 

<7/0. Your beautie was the caul'e of that effed. 

Your beauie which did haunt mein my flecpc. 

To vndertake the death of all the world, 

So I might reft thathoure in yourfweetc bofonae. 

La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes ihould rend that beautie from their cheekes, 
Glo, Thefe eyes could ncuer indurefweet beauties wrack, 
Youfhouldnot blemifh them if I flood by.* 

As all the w orld is cheared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is roy day, my life* 

Black c night ouerfhad thy day, and death thy life. 

G to. Cur Cc not thy felfcfaire creature,thou art both* 
La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrell moil vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you* 

La. It is a quarrcll iuft and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband* 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Did it to h elpe thee to a better husband. 



La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth* 

Glo Go too, he Hues that loucs you better then he could, 
irt.Nacnehim. Glo. Plantagcnct. 

1^. Why what was hee ? _ 

Glo. The felfefame name,but one of better natur^, 

£4. Where is hee l 

Glo. Hecre. Skcejpifteth at him. 

Why doeft thou fpit at mee i 
La. Would it were mortallpoyfon for thy fake* 

Glo, bteuer came poyfon from fo fwcete a place. » 
Xrf.Neuer hungpoyfon on a fowler toade. 

Out ofmy fight,thou doeft infed my eyes. 

(7/o.Thine eyesfwectc Lade haue infeded mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrikethcodead. 

Glo . I would they were, that I mightdie at once. 

For now they kill me with aliuing death ; 

Thofe eyes of thine,from mine haue drawne fait tcares, 
shamed their afpeft with ftore ofchildilh drops, 

I neuer fued to friends nor cnemie. 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete foothing words. 

But now thy beautie is propofde my fee : 

My proud heart fu es, and prompts my tongue to fpeake, 
Teach not thy lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady,not for fuch contempt. 

If thy ffcuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this fharpe pointed (word. 

Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true bofomc, 
Andlctthc foule forth that adoreth thee.* 

I laie it naked to thy deadly ftroake .* 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 

Nay, doc not pawle,twas I that kildyour husband, 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me.* 

Nay now difpatch,twas Ithatkild king Henry, 

Buttwas thy hcauenlyfacethatfetme on ; Here /he let t 

Takevp thefword againe,ortakeVp me. fallthefworl 
La. Arile di trembler, though I wifti thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 



Glo.Thtn bid me kill my fclfc^and I will doe if. 
La.l haue ai read ie. 
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Glo. Tufhjthat was in the rage : 

Speak e it againe,and cuen with the, word. 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy Louc, 
Shall for thy loue, kill a farrc truer loue. 

To both their deaths thou ihalt by accelTaric. 

La. I would 1 knew thy heart. 

Glo. Tis figured in my tongue. 

La, 1 feare me both are falle. 

Glo. Then neuer man was true. 




4 *. Well, well, put vp your fword. 

Glo, Say then my peace is made. 

La. T hat lhallyou know hereafter. 

glo. But 1 fhall liuein hope. 

La. All men I hope liuefo. 

Glo. Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To takers not to giue. 

Glo Looke howthis ringincompallcth thy finger, 
Euen fo thy breft mclofeth me poore heart. 

Were both of them/or both of them are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg on fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doe ft confirme his happineitefor euer. 

La. What is it? 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leaue thefe fad defignes 
To him that hath morecaufe to bea mourner, 

And prcfently repaire to Crosbie place, 

VVhere,after 1 haue folcmnely enterred ’ 

At Chertfie Monaftcrie this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant tearcs, 

1 Will with al expedient dutiefceyout 
For diuers vnknownereafons,l befeech you 
Grauntme this boone. 

La. With al my heart, & much it ioyes me too, 

T o fee you are become Co penitent : 

Treftilland Bartly,goe along with me. 

G/o.B id me farewell. 



La. Tis more then you deferue : 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you,. 

Imagine I haue faid farewell alreadie. Exit. 
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Cj/ff.SirSjtake vp the courfc. 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo.No: t© white Fryers : there attend my comming. 

Was euer woman in this humour woed i Exeunt. Manet glo. 
Was euer woman in this humour wonnei 
lie haue her,but I will not kcepe her Ion g. 

What I that kild her husband and her father, 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heatei 

Witti curfes in her-mouth, reares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witnefteofher hatred by .• 

Hauing God, her confidence, and thefe barres againft mej 
And 1 nothing to backe my fiuite withall 
But the plainc Diuell and ditrembling lookes, 

Andyettto win her all the world to nothing. f Hah. ? 

Hath (he forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord,Whome I fome three moncths ftnee 
Stabd in my angry mood at T ewxbury ? 

A Tweeter and a iouelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigaliue of nature : 

Yong,valiant,wife,and no doubt rightroyall, 

The fpaciotis world cannot againe affoord. 

And will (he yet debafe her eyes on me, ' - - 

That cropt the golden prime of thisfweCte Prince, 

And made her widdow toa wocfull bed ? 

On me, whofe al not equals Ed wards moity. 

On me that halt, and am vnfliapen ithus j 
My Dukedome to be a beggcrly denier, 

I doe miftake my perfon all this while. 

Vpon my life flie finds,although 1 cannot 
My fclfe, to be a maruailous proper man, 

He be at charges for a Looking-glalle, 

And entertaine fome fcorc or two of tailors 
To ftudie fafhions to adore my body, 

Since lam crept infauourwith my felfe, 

.1 wlllmaintaine it with a little coft. 

But firft ile turnc youfellow m hisgraue, --j f 

Andtherireturnelamenring tomyloue. V*v h - ■ 
Shine our fairefunne,till 1 haue bought a glalfe, 
Thatlnaayfeemy fhaddow as I palJe. Exit. 
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Enter ^ueene X-Otd lowers and Gray. 

Rt. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieflie, 
Will foone rccouer his accuftomed health. 

gray. In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therforc for Gods fake entertainc good comfort, 

And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words, 

Jj£u. I f he were dcad,what would betide ofraef 
Rt. Noother harmc but loire of fuch a Lord. 
j9».The lp lie of fuch a Lord includes all harmc. 

Gray. The heauens haue bleft you witha 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

^«.Oh he is yong,and his minoritie 
Is putvnto thetruft of Rich. Gloucefter, 

A man that loues not me,nor none of you, 

Ri.lt is concluded he fhallbe Protc&or 
J?».It is determined,not concluded yet. 

But Co it mu ft be if the King mifearrie, Enter 
O.Hcre comes the Lords of Buckingham and 
Bwc.Good time of day vnto your roy all grace. 

D^r.God make your Maieftie ioyfull as you haue bene. 
j9«.The CountelTe Richmond good my Lord of Darby, 
T o your good prayers will fcarcely fay. Amen: 

Yet Darby, notwithftanding feeesyour wife, 

And loues not me,be you good Lord allured 
I hate not you for her-proud arroganci<*- 
Dar. I bcfcech you either not beleeue 
The enuious (launders ofher accufers. 

Or if fhe be accufed in true report, 

Beare with her weakenelfe, which I thi 
From wayward ficknetfe,and no grounded malice. 

Ri. Saw you theKingto daymy Lord Darby i 
Dar.But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifiting his Maieftie. 

JJ*.' What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
i?»c.Madame,good hope, his graccfpeakcs chearfully. 
ftht. God graunt him hcalthjdidyou confer with him l 
A»c.Madam we did.- Hedcfires to makeattoncment 
Betwixt the Duke of Glocefter and your brothers, 

^fnd betwxt them and my Lord Chambcrlainc, 

e^n d 




And fent to warnc them ot his royall prefence. 

cyu. Would all were well,but that will neuer he. 

Ifeareour happinclfe is at the higheft. Enter glocefter. 

G/tf.They doe mcwrong,and lwillnotindure it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King ? 

That I forlooth am fterneloue them not : 

By wholy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with fuch diifentlous rumors ; 

Becaufe Icannot flatter and fpeakc faire. 

Smile in mens faces, fmooth, deceiue and cog, 

Duckc with French nods, and apilh courtefie, 
Imuftbcheldarankerousenemie. 

Cannot a plaine man liue and thinke no harme. 

But thus in fimpla truth muft beabufde 
By filkeri flie infinuating Iackes ? 

RiHo home in thisprefence fpeakes your grace? 

GlolYo thee that haft nor honeftienor grace. 

When haue I iniured thee, when doncthee wrong, 
Orthee,orthee,oranyof yourfaftion } 

Aplaguc vpon you all. His royall perfon 
fWhome God preferue better then you would wife) 

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 

Butyou muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Brother of Glocefter, you miftakethe matter : 

The King of his owne royall difpfition. 

And not prouokt by any futer eife, 

Aymingbelike at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward actions ftyewes it felfe, 

Againft my kindred, brother,and my felfe : 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The grounds ofy our illwilfand to remoue it. 

(7/ff.Icannot tell, the world is grownefo bad. 

That wrens may prey where Eagles dare not pearch, 

Since euery lacke became a Gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a lacke. 

j£».Come, come, we know your meaning brother Glp. 
You enuie mine aduancement and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue need ofyou. 

G&JUcanc time, God grantthatyve haue need ofyou. 

Our 




Our brother is imprifoned by yourmeancs, 

My felfe difgraccd,and the Nobilitie 

Held in contempt,whiIft many faire promotions 

Are dayly giuen to eno ble thofe. 

That fcarce Tome two dayes fince were worth a noble* 

By him that raifde me to this carefullhcight, * 
From that contented hap which I enioyed, 

I neuer did incenie his Maieitie 

Againft the Duke of Clarence, but haue bcenc 

An earneft aduocate to pleade for him. 

My Lord, you doe me ihamefull iniurie, 

^alfely to draw me in thefe vilefufpefts. 

gio. You may denie that you were not the caufc, > > 

Of my Lord Haftings late iroprifonmenr. 

Rift. She maymy Lord. 

Glo. She may, L. Riuers.why who knwes not fo ? 

*S’he may doe more fir then denying that : 

.She may helpe you to many. faire preferments. 

And then denie her ayding hand therein, 

^nd lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What may Dice not ? fhe may, ycamarriemay flie. 

Ri/f. What marric mayflies 

Glo. What marry may fhe i marry with a King 
A batcheler,a handfomc {tripling too. 

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

^«.My L.ofGlocefter,Ihaue too long borne 
Yoar blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter fcoffes. 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe groife tauntsloften haueindured. 
i had rather be a country feruantmayd, 

Then a great Qneene with this condition. 

To be thus taunted, fcorned, and baited at, Enttrg*- 

'Small ioy haue I in being EnglandsQueene. c Market. 

Q*. Mar. ^nd lefned be that fmall, God 1 bcfeechtheci 
Thy honour,ftate,and feateisducto me. 

Glo. What ? threatyou me with telling the King? 

Tell him and fparenot,looke wnat lfayd, 

I will auoch in prefence oftheKing : 

Tis time to fpeake,when paines arequitc forgot. 
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gu. Mar . Out diuel,l remember them too well. 

Thou fleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poorc fonne at T ewxburie. 

glo. Ere you were Queene,yea or your husband king, 
I-was a pack-horfe i n his great affaires. 

A weederout of hisproud aduerfaries, 

Aliberall rewarder of bis friends .- 
To royalize his blood 1 fpilt mineowne. 

Jgu.Mar.YcHjani much better blood,thenhisor thine. 
Glo- In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Were factious for the houfc of Lancaftcr : 

And Riucrs.fo were you Was not your husband 
InMargarets battaile at Saint Albons flaine ; 

Let me put in your mind, if yours forget. 

What you haue been ere now, and what you are : 
Withall,what i haue bcen,and what I am. 



rnuilUWiUU) V I I U XU 111X1 CHOU Sift* 

Glo.Vootc Clarence did forfakc his Father Warwickc, 
Yea and forfwore himfclfc (which Icfu pardon.) 

Qn.Mar. Which God reuenge. 

gio . To fight on Edwards parti e for thecrowne. 

And for hismcedc(poorc Lord) he is mewed vpx 
I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pittifiill like mine, 

I am too childifh foolifh for thisworld. 

£u.M4r. Hie thee to hell for {hamc,and leaue the world, 
Thou Cacodoemon, there thy kingdemeis. 

Rt.My Lord ofGloccftcr in thole bufie daies. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

We followed then our Lord,our lawfull King, 

So fliould we now,ifyou fhould beour king. 

Glo. If fliould be? 1 had rather be a pedlar, 

Parre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

V ^ ct * e ‘°y( m y Lord)as you fuppofc 

i ou flioujd enioy,wcre you this countries kings 
*As little ioy may you fuppofc in me, 

1 1 enioy, being the Queene thereof, 

'°y e ? io y cs ^Qucene thereof, 

■ lbe,and altogether ioylclR, 

c lea* 






I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In Sharing out that which you haue pild from me ; 
Which of you trembles not that looke on me ? 

If not, that I being Qucenc, you bow like fubiciffo, 

Yet that by you depofd, you quake like rebels : 

O gentle vi!laine,doenotturnc away, 

(/A?.Foulev\rinkled v\itch, w hat makft thou in my fiofo? 

repetition of what thou had raard, ° 
That will 1 make, before 1 let thee goc : 

A husband and afounc thou oweft vnto me. 

And thoiiakingdome.allofyoualleagence ; 

Theforrow that I haue, by rjghtisyoura, 

And allthepleafuresyou vfurpc,ismine. 

f/’/o.Thecurfe me noble father laide on thee. 

When thou didft crpwnehis warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy fcornc drew ft riuers fro w his eyes, r 
And thento driethem > gair , ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood ofprettie Rutland : 

His curfes then from bitternetfc offoule. 

Denounc'd againft thee, are fallen vpon thee, 

And God, not w c,hath plagude thy bloodie deed. 

So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Haft . O twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe. 

And the moll mercilelle that euer was heard of. 
A/.Tyrants thcmfelues wept when itwas reported, 
Dorf.No man but prophecied rcuengefor it. 
Northumberland then prgfcut,w:ept to fee it. 
What i were you fnarling all before 1 came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
yfnd turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dreadcurfe prcuailcfo much with heaucii. 
That Henries death,my Iouely Edwards death, 

Their kingdom cs Ioffe, my woefull banifliment, 

Could all but anfwer for thatpeeuifli brat? 

Can curfes pierce the cloudes,and enter heauen i 
Why then giue way dull clouds to my quieke curfes ; 

If not by warrei by furfet dieyour King. 

A-s oyr by murder, to makehim aKing. 

Edward 




Edward thyfonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fon, which was Prince of Wales* 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violences. 

Thy felfe a Queene/or me that was a Qucenc, 

Out liuc thy glory dike my wretched felfe i 
Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens lolTc, 
Andfeeanother,as 1 fee thee how 
Dccktin thy glorie, as thou art (laid in mine i 
Long die thy happie daics before rhy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England s Qucenc* 

Riuers andDorfet,you were ftanders by, 

A nd fo was thou Lord Hafting*,when my Couae 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none ofyou may liue your naturall age, 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

gio, Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
^ndltaue out theefftay dog,for thou flialt heare 
If heauen haue any greeuousplague in (lore, ( me. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wilh vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee thctroubler of the poore worlds peace : 

The wormeofconfcience ftill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpeft for traytors whilft thou liueft. 

And take deepe traytors for thy deareft friends. 

No llecpe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

V nleffc it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
affrights thee, with a hellof vgly diuels. 

Thou eluifli markt,abortiuc rooting hog, 
j Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitic 
\ The flaue of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Thou flaunder of thy mothers heauie womb, 

Thou loathed iffue of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag ofhonour.thou detefted.&c. 

Glo. Margaret. 

Richard. Glo, Ha. 

SI'S- M. I call the not. 

Glo. Tl^pn Icric thee mercy .• for I had thought 

C * TK«- 







Thou hadft cald me all thefe bitter names. 

£l».Mar. Why fo 1 did, but lookc for no reply : 

O let me make the period to ray curfe. 

Glo . T is done by me and ends by Margaret. jp e if 

gu. Thus baue yeu breathed your curfe againft y 0llr *’ 
Poore painted Quccne, vame flouriihof my for. 
Why ftrewft thou fuger on that boded ipider, ( tUne . 
Whofe deadly web iivlharcth thee about i 
Foole.foole, thou whetft a knife to kill thy fclfe, 

T he time will come when thou Ibalt wi(h for me, 

T o helpe thee curfe that poifoned bunchbackttoade. 

Haft. Falfc boading woman, end thy frantick curfe, ' 
Lead to thy harme thou mooue our patience. 
^a.cJf/.Foule fhamc vpon you, you haueall moudmine. 
Ri. Were you well ferud you would be taught your duty! 
Qu.Ma . To feme me well, you all Ihould docme dutie, 

T each me to be your Queene,and you my fubieds ; 

O ferue me well, and teach your felues that dutie. 
Z>w/.Difpute not with her,flieis lunatique. 

£>u.M , Peace maifler Marqueife,you are malapert. 
Your fire-new Itampeof honour is fcarcc currant : 

O that youryoung nobilitiecould iudge. 

What t* were to loofeit and be miferablc ? 

I They that Hand high,haue many blafts to (hake them, 

V And if they fall they dalh themfeiues to peeces. 

Glo.G ood counfell marry, learne it,lcarne it Marques. 
Z>«^Ittouchethyou(myLord)as much as me. 

Gjlo. Yea, and much more,but I was borne fo high. 

Our aiery buildeth in the Catdars top, 

And dallies with the windc.and Icorncsthe funne. 

Sftu.Ma. And turnes the Sunne toihade, alas, dlas, 
Witnes myfunne,now in the fliade of death. 

Whole bright out Aiming beamcs,thycloudic wrath, 

Hath in eternall darkened fouided vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in our aciries neaft. 

O God that feeft it,doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood,loft be it fo. 

\ tfw^Haue done for lhame, ifnotforcharitie. 

^a.OJf.Vrge neithcrcharitic norftiame to me, 

Vncha 
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Vncharltably with me haue you dealt, 

^nd (hamefully by you my hopes arc butchered. 

My charitie is outrage, life my lhame, 
tAnd in my lhame fhall liue my forrowes rage. 

Buck; Haue done. 

a Mary.O princely Buckingham, IwillkiiTcthy hand, 
Infigneofleague and amitiewith thee ; 

Now fairc befall thee,and thy princely houfe, 

Thy garments arc not fpotted with our blood, 

Northou within thecompaifcof my curfe. 

'Buck* N or no one here, for curfes neuer palft 
The lips of them that breath them in the aire, 

lie not beieeue but they afeend the skic, 
e^nd there awake Gods gentle fieeping peace.. 

0 Buckingham beware ofyonder dog, 

Lookc when hefawnes, he bites,andwhen he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their minillers attend on him. 

Glo. What doth (he fay my Lord of Buckingham ? 

Buck- Nothing that I refped my gracious Lorch 
QAA*. What doeft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
Aad loothd the diuell that I warne thee from ? ’ (fell, 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he lhall fplitthy very heartwith forrow, 
tAnd fay poorcMargaret was a ProphetelTe : 

Liuc each of you, the fubieds of his hate, 
tAnd he to you, and all of you to Gods. 

Haft. My haire doth (land on end to hears hercurles. 
2?<«./4ndfodoth mine, I wonder fliees atlibertie. 

Glo , I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done . 

Haft. I neuer did her any to my kngwledge. 

Gfo.Butyou haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

1 was too hot to doe fome body good. 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: 

Marty as for Clarence, he is well repaid. 
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— je*cu%: 

He isfrankc vp to fatting for his paine?, 

God pardon them chatarethe caufe of it. 

Riu.A vertuous and a Criftianlike conlufion,' 

To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

gb. So do 1 euer being wclladuifed. 

For hadl curft.now I had curft my fclfe. 

Cat/. Madame, his maieftie doth call for you. 

And for your noble Grace: and you my noble Lord. 
Catsby,we come, Lords will you goe with vs. 

Hi. Madame, we will attend your Guce.ExeuntOHa.C/0, 
GJo. I doe thee wrong,and firft began to braule. 

The fecret mifehiefe that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the grieuous charge of others. 

Clarence, whome I indeed haue laid in darkenefle: 

I doe beweepe to many Ample guls ; 

Namely to Haftings, Darby, Buckingham, 

And (ay it is the Queene,and her allies 
That ftirre the K. againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeue me, and withall whet me 
To be rcuengedon Riucrs, Vaughan, Gray. 

But then figh,and with a piece of feripture, 

T ell them that God bids vs todoe good for euill : 

And thus 1 cloath my naked villanie 
With old od ends,flolnc out of holy writ, 

And feems a, Saint, when moft I play theDiucll. 

But loft here comes my Executioners. Enter Executioners. 
How now, my hardy flout refolued mates. 

Are ye not going to defpatch this deed ? 

Exe. We arc my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he ias 

Clo. It was well thought v pon, I haue it hecrc about n»e. 
When you haue done,repaire to Crosbie place : 

But firs,befuddaineinthe execution -• 

Withall, obdurate: doe not heare him plcade. 

For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhaps 
May moueyour hearts to pittie if you markc him. 

£w.Tu(h,(care not, my Lord wc will not ftand topratc, 
Talkers are no good doers be allured : 

We come to vie our hands and not our tongues, 

; git. 
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Clo. Your eyes drop milftones,when fooles elcs drop tears 
Hike you Lads, about your bufinefle. Exeunt » 

Enter Clarence Erokenburj . 

Bro. Why lookes you Grace lo heauily to day ? 

C/ 4 . Oh, 1 haue paft amiferable night. 

So full ofvgly lights, of gaftly dreames: 

That as I am a Chriftian faithful! man 
I would not (pend another fuch a nigh 
Though tVere to buy a world of happie 
Sofullofdiimall terrour was the time. 

Bra. What wasyour drearae ? 1 long to 
C/ 4 . Me thought I was imbarktforBurgundie, 

And in my company my brother Glocefter, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches, there we looked towards England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times. 

During the warres ofYorkeand Lancafter, 

That had befallen v s : as we paft along, 

Ypon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloftfcr ftumblcd,and in ftumbn 
Strookeme(that thought to flay him) ouer-booid 
Into the tumbling billowesofthe maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what patne it was to drowne, 

What dreadfull noyfe of water in mine cares. 

What vgly fights of death within mineeyes ; 

Me thought Ifttw a thoufand fearefull wrackes, 

Teh thoufand men that fillies gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of golcf,grcate^nchors,bcapes of Dearie 
Ineftmiablc ftoncs,vnvalued iewcls. 

Some lay in dead mens fculs, and in 
Where eyes did onceinhabitc, thereweteci 
As tvvere in Icorne of eyes,refledhng gems. 

Which wade the flunie bottomc of the d 
And mocktthc dead bones that lay 
Bro. Had you fuch leifure in the time c 
To gaze vpon the fccrets of the dtepe i 
Cla. Me thought I had : for dill tk 
Kept in my foule, and would not let it fo< 

To keepc the cmptie,vaft,and wandring 








But fmothered it within my panting oulkc, 

W hich almoft burftto belch it in the fea. 

Brok, A waktyou not with this Tore agonic? 
CUr.Q no, my dreamc was lengthned after life, 

0 then began the tempeft of my loulc. 

Who pall (mcthought)themclancholy flood. 

With that grim ferrunan which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kingdome of perpetuall night : 

The firft that there did greete my ftranger foule, 

Was my great father in law, renowned Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what feourgefor periui ie 
Can this darke mon archie afford falfe Clarence? 
Andfohcvamiht: Then came wandring by, 

A fhadow like an Angell,in bright haire, 

Dadlcd in blood, and he fqUeakt out aloud, 

Clarence !s come,falfe,flccting,periurd Clarence i 
That ftabd me in the field by Texwburie: 

Seaze on him furies.takc him to your torments. 

With that me thoughta legion offoule fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine eares, 
jSuchhidious cries, that with the very noife, 

1 trembling, wakt, and for a feafon after. 

Could notbeleeue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreamc. 

Brok? No maruell(my Lord)though it affrighted you, 
I promife you,l am^fraid to hearcyou telhr. 

Ch.Q Brokenburie, I haue doncthofc things, 
Which now bcare euidcnceagainft my foule, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper flay by me. 

My foule is hcauic,and I faine would fleepe. 

Brok.1 will(my Lord) Godgiueyour gracegood red, 
Sorrow breakesfeafons, and repoling howers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonecide night 
Princes haue but their tiles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward 
And forvnfeltimagination, 

Theyofren feele a werl d of reflle lie 

that betwixt your titles, and low names, 



-m— or Kicmm thcTKir?" 

There's nothing differs bat the outward fame. 

The murthcrcrt enter t 

In Gods name what areyou,and how came you hither ? 

Exe.l would fpeake with Clarencc,&Icamc hither on my 
‘ Bro. Yea, are ye fo briefe l (legs* 

2 . Exe. O fir, it is better be briefe then tedious. 

Shew him our Commiflion, talkc no more. Ht rctdtth it . 

Bra. I am in this commanded to deliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will n ot reafbn what is meant thereby 
Becaufcl willbe guilt lelfeofthe meaning.* 

Hcere are the keyes,there fits the Duke a fleepe .* 

He to hi* Maicflic and certifie his Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you. 

Ext. Do fo,it is a poynt of wifedome* 
i . What fhall we flab him as he ll<jepes l 
i. No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 



when he wakes. 

». When he wakes, 

$J£hy foole he Jhall ncuer wake till the iudgement day, 
i. Whythen hewiilfaywc frabd him ilccping. 
a.Thevrging of that word iudgcmcnt,hath bred 
A kind of remorfe in me. 
t- What art thou afraid ? 

s.Notto kill him hauing a war rant for it,bu t to bedamnd 
tor killing him,from which no warrant can defend v$ 
t.Backe to the Duke ofGlofter, tellhimfo. 

■ 1 . 1 pray thee fray a while.I hope my holy humour will 

Ghange,twas wont to holdmc but while one would telloix. 
i.Howdoft thou feele thy felfe now? (me 

*. Faith forae certaine dregs of confidence are yet within 
*. Remember our reward when the deedis done, 
s. Zounds he dies,! .had forgot the reward. 

I# Where is thy conicicnccnow l 
In the Duke of Gloftcrs purfc* 
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% IU not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward- A man cannot ftcalc, 

£ut it accufeth him,hecannot lleale but it checks him; 

He cannot liewith his neighbours wife but it defers 
Him, it is a bluihing Qiamefalf fpuit that mutinies 
In a mans bofome : it fils one full of pb ftacles. 

It made me once reft ore a peeceof gold that l found. 

It beggers any man that kcepcs it ; it is turnd out of all 
Townes and Otties for a dangerous thing, and euery 
Man that meanes to liue wcll,cndc uours to truft 

To himfelfe,and to line without it. 

i .Zounds, it is euen now at my elbow, perlwading me 
Not to kill tut Duke. 

a. Take the deuill inthyminde,andbelccuchimnot, 

H** v\ ould infinuate with thee to make thee figh. 

t.Tut,l am ftrong in fraud, he cannot preuailc with me, 

1 Istood like a tall fellow that refpefts his reputation* 

Come ihallwc to this geare? . , \ 

i Take him ouer thccoftard with the hilts ofmy fwot& 
And then we will chop him in the Malmfcy-but in the next 
a. Oh excellent dcuice, make a foppe of him. (toorae. 
i ,*Harke,he ftirs.lhalll ftrike ? 
a. No, firft lets reafon with him. C la.avaksth. 

Cla. Where art they Keeper ,giue me a cup of wine, 
l . You ftiall haue wine cnought,roy Lo. anonc. 

Cla. 1 n Gods name, what art thou : 
a. A man, as you are. 

Cla. But not as I am,royaH. 

l. Nor you as we are, loy all. , 

Cla. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes are bumble, 
a. My voyce is now the Kings,my lookes mine owne. 
Cla, How darkclv and how deadly dooft thou fpeake 
Tell the, who are you ? wherefore comcy ou hither. • 
Am. To, to, to. 

C 4 «.To murther me ! A ™' 1 ' , 

CVrf.You fcarcely haucthe heart to tell me lo. 

And therefore cannot haue theheam to doe it, 
WhereiQ my friends haw? I offended you ? 
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1. Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

Cla. I lb all be reconciled to him againc. 
s . N cuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

Clar.tsfvc you cald forth from out a world of me« 
To Hay the innocent f what is my offence? 

Where are thccuidcnceto accufe me » 

What lawful quell haue giuen their verdift vp 
Vr.to the frowning lodge, or who pronounc’d 
The bitter lcntence of poore Clarence death. 

Before 1 be conuift by courfe oflaw* 

To thereaten me with death is moll vnlawfull ; 
Ichargcyou as you hope to haue redemption. 

By Chrifts deare blood Ihed for our greeuous finnw. 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deed you vndertakeis damnable. 

1 . What we will doe, we do vpon command. 

2. And he that hath commanded is theKing. 

(la. Erroneonsvairaile, the great King of Kings, 

Hath in his Tables ofhis Law commanded. 

That thou lhalt doe no murther, and wilt thou then 
Spume at his edi<ft,andfulfill a mans? 

Take heed, for he holdes vengeance in bis hands. 

To hurle vpon their heads that breake his Law. 

2. o^nd that lame vengeance doth he throw on thee. 
For falfe forfwearingand for murther too? 

Thou didft recciuc the holy Sacrament 
To fight in quarifcllofthe houfe ofLancafter. 

1 . e^/nd like a traitor to the N ame of God, 

Didft breake that vow,and with thy trecherou* blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy Soucraignes fonne, 

2. VVhome thou wert fworne to cherilh and defend, 

1 , How can ft thon vrge Gods dreadfull law to vs, 

When thou haft broke it in fo dearc degree l 
Cla. Alas, for whofe fake did 1 that ill deed ? ( 

For Edward/or my brother, for his lake : 

Why firs, he fendsye not to murder rac for this, 

For in this lin he is as deepe as I. 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrdlfrom His pewtrfullarme, 
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He needs no indirect nor lawfullcotirfe. 

To cut off thofe that haueoffended him. 

i. Who made thee then a bloody .mini fter, 

When gallant fpring,braue Plantagenct, 

The Princely Nouice was llrooke dead by thee. 

Cta. My brothers loue, the Dcuill, and my rage, 
i. Thy brothers loue, the Dcuill, and thy fault; 

Hau c brought vs higher now to marcher thee, 

Cta. Oil, if you loue brother, hate not ine, 

1 am his brother, and 1 loue him well : 

If you be hirdcforneed,goebaclceagauie, 

^ndl willlendyqiU tomy brother Gloccller, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for ty dings of my death, 
i .You are deceiu’d,your brother Glocefter hate* you. 
Cta. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me deare, 
£oyouto him from me. 

Am, I fo we will. 

C/4. Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorkc, 
Blcft his three fonnes with his viftoriousarme: 

And chargd vs from hisfoulc to loue each other* 

He little thought of this diuided friendflitp. 

Bid Glocefter thinke on thi s,and he will weepe. 

Am. I, milftones,as he leflbned vs to weepe. 

Cta. O, doe not flandef him for he is kind, 
i .Right,as fnovv in harueft.thou decduft,thy felfc, T 
Tis he that fent vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cta. It cannot be for when I parted with him, 

He hugd me in his armes,andfworc with fobs, 

That he would labour mydeliuerie. 

a. Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds, thraldome : totheioyes of heauen. 
i . Make peace with God, for you mi.il die my Lord. 
Cta. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 
Tocounfell me to makeroy peac^withJSdd, 

And art thou yet to thy owne fowle fo blind. 

That thou wilt war with God for murthering me l 
Ah firs confider,he that fet you on 
To doe this deede,\vill hate y ou for this deede, 
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3, Whatflialiwe.doc? 

Cta. Relent, and faueyour foulcs. 
a . Relent, tis cowardly, and woroanifti. 

Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly,fauage,and diitelifh. 

My friend, 1 fpie fome pittie in your lookes ; 

Oh it thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and intreat for me : 

A begging Prince, what begger pittiesuot? 

i . 1 chus,and thus ; if this willnot ferue, 

Ilechop theein the malmefcy Butin-the nextroomc. 

a, A bloodie deede,and defprately performd. 

How fainc like Pilate would 1 wadi my hand, 

Qfihis moft gricuous guiltie murder done. 

\ i. Why doeft thou not hclpe me f 
By heauen the Duke fliall know how flacke thou art . 

i.lwould he knew that 1 had faued his brother, 
Takethou the fee, and tell him what I fay. 

Fori repentme that the Duke is flaine, 

* . So do not I, goecoward as thou art . 

Now mull I hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order forh'isburiall ? 

And when I haue my meed I muft away, 

F»t this will out, and here I mu ft not flay* 

Enter King* ^aeene t Haftingj,'Riaers, &c. 

King. So, now 1 haue done a good day es worke. 

You pceres continue this vnited league, 

I cucry day exped anEmbairage 

From my Redeemer, to redeeroe me hence: 

And now in peace my foule fhall part to heaiJe% 

Since I haue fet my friend at peace onearth s 
Riuers and Haftings,tak-e each others band, 

Diircmble not your hatrcd,fweareyour loue. 

Si, By heauen my heart is purgd from grudging hate. 
And with my hand I feale my true hears loue, 

Hafl.So thriue las I (weare the like. 

JTw^.Take heede you dally not before your King, 
Leaft he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden fal/hood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
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Haft. So profper i , as 1 fwearc perfect loue. S 

Riu. And l>as i louc Haftings with my heart. 

i:«.Madamc,your Iclfc arc not exempt in this, 

Nor your lonnc Dorfet, Buckingham, noryou, 

You haue becnfa&ious one again/! the other j 
Wife, loue Lord Haftings, let him kille your hand, 
e^fnd what you doc,do it vnfainedly. 

^w.Here Haftings, 1 will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue 1 and mine. 

Dw.Thus cntcrchange of louc, 1 hereproteft, 

Vpon my part /hall be vnuiolablc. 

Ha. And fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league. 
With thy embracementto my wiues allies. 

And make me hap pie in your vnitie. 

Sue. When eucr Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you,or yours,but with all dutious loue 
Dothcherilh you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate, in thofe where 1 exped moft loue, 

When 1 haue moft need to imjpToy a friend. 

And moft allured that he isa friend, <. ■ , 

Dcepe, hollow, trecherous,and full of guile 
Be he vnto me. This doe I begge of God, 

When I am cold in zcale to you or yours. 

-KVw.o^fplealing cordiall princely Buckingham, . 

Is this thy vowevntomyfickly heart: ?3t; 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here, 

To make the perfed period of this peace. 

Enter Glectfttr . 

Bue. v^nd ia good time here comes the noble Duke, 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Quccnc. 
And princely peeres,a happie time of day. 

JC/w.Happie mdeed,as we haue /pent the day. 
Brother we haue done deedes of cnaritic : 

Made peace of enmitie, faire loue of hate, 

Betweenc thefefwelling wrong incen/edPeeres. 

Glo. A blelTcd labour moft foueraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heape,if any here 
®y falfc intelligence, or wrongfurmife. 
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Hold me a foe,i/I vnwittingly or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
gy any in thisprefencc, I defirc 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace,. 

Tis death to me to be at enmitie* 

I hate it, and defirc all good mens leue, 

Firft Madame, I intreate peace ofyou, 

Which 1 purchafe with my dutious fcruice, 

Ofyou my noble coufcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lou'gd betwdenevs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riuer«,and Lord Gray of you. 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all? 

I do net know that fcngldhmanaliue. 

With whome my loule is any lotte at oddes, 

Morethenthe infant thatis borne to nights 
I thankemy God for my hunulitie. 

Jj)u t A holy day ftiall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 

.My foueraigne liege I do befcechyouMaieftic 
To rake our brother Clarence to your grace.. 

Cjlo. Why Madame, haue 1 offred loue for this, 
Tobethusfcc^nde in this royall prefence ! 

Who knowes net that the noble Duke isdeadi 
You doe him inrurie to fcome his coarfe* 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead ? who knowes he is? 

feeing heauen,what a world is this ? 

S.w.Lookc I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 

Dor I my good Lord, and no oncin thisprefence. 

But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 
iT/w.Is Clarence dead ?thcorder was rcuerft. 

Glo. But he(poorcfoule)by your firft order dide. 

And rhata winged Mercury did beare, 

Sometardie criple bore rhecountnuiaund. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graur.t that fome lclfo noble, and lelfe loyalh 
Neerer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood 5 
Dqferuc not vvor/e then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet gel currant frcaafu/pition. fitter 
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Bar, boone (ray foueraigne) for my feruice done, 
Km. I pray thee peace,my foule is full of forow. 

Z>4r.f will not rife vnleiie your highnelTegraunt, 

Kin. Then fpeake at once, what it is thou demaundeft > 
Bar. The forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life 
Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the DukeofNorffulkc. 

Km. Haue I a tongue to doome my brothers death, 
An& fliall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brothen Hew no man, his fault was thought, 
yfnd yet his punilbmen was crucll death. 

Who fued to me for him i who in my rage, 

Knecld at my feeteand bad mebcaduifdc i 
Who fpakc of brother-hood ! who of loue l 
Who told me how the poore fo ale did forfake 
The mightie warwicke,and didfightformce 
Who told me in the fi eld by T ewxburic. 

When Oxford had me downc,he refeued me, 
y?ndfaid,dearebr©ther,liueand beaKing? 

Who told me when wc both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lapneme, 

Eucn in his owne armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night ! 

All this from my remembrance'brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Hadfo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waytingvaffailei 
Haue done adrunken (laughter, and defac’d 
T he precious Image of our dcare Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon, pardcn : 

And I vniuftly too,muft graunt if you. 

But for my brother,not a man would fpeake, 

Nor 1 ( Ungracious fpeake vnto myfelfe, 
c or him, peorefoule .* The proudeft of 
' .ue bene beholden to him in hislife, 
none of you would once pleade for hi 
Ch Gcd,I feare thy iuflicewill take boldi 
On meand you, and mine^md your for this* 

Come liafkings, helps me to nay clofet,oh poore Clarence 
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6ft. This is the fruit of rawnelfe .• marktyou not 
How thattheguiltic kindred of the Queenc, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuengc it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt* 
Enter ‘Dutches of Torke with (Florence Children. 

Boj . Tell me good Granam.is our father dead./ 

But. No boy. , (breaft / 

So;. Why do you w ring your hands and beatc your 
Aadcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ! 

Girle, Why do you lookeon vs and fhakeyoar head ? 

And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftawaics, 

Ifthatouir noble father be aliue ! 

But.My prittie Cofens, you miftake me much, 

I do lament the lickncfte of the King : 
e/fsloth to loofe him,now your fathers dead.* 

It were loft labour to weepc for one that’s loft. 

Boj . Then Granatn you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vnclc is too blame for this. 

God will reuenge it,whomeI will importune 
With day ly prayers all to that effect. 

But, Peace children peace,theKingdoth loue you well. 
Incapable and ihallaw innocents, 

You cannot gefte who caufde your fathers death. 

Boj, Granam,we can ; for my good Vnclc Glocefter 
Told me, the King prouoked by the Queenc, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprilon him .* 

And when he told me lo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheekes, 

And bad me relie on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearely as hischildc. 

Oh that deceit (hould ftealefuch gentle fliapcs, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my fonne,yea and therein my fhame.* 
f et from my dugs he drew not thisdeceit. 

%.Thinke you my Vncle did diiretnble,Granam; 

font. I Boy. 

Eoj. I cannot thinke it, harke, what noifeis this i 
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Enter the tteene . 

^g.Who fhall hinder me to wailc and weepe, * 

To chide my fortune? and torment my felfe i 
He ioyne with blackc defpaire againft my felfe, 

A nd to my felts become an enemie. 

Pwr.Whatmeanss this fceane of rude impatience l 
Jgn.To make an ad of tragicke violence, 

Edward , my Lord,your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred ? 

\ Why wither not the leaues,thefap being gone? 
lfyou will liue,lament : if die?be briefe ^ 

That our fwift winged foules may catch die Kings, 

Or like obedient fubicds, follow him 
To bis new kingdome of perpetuallreft. 

Dut. Ah,.fo much intereft haue I in thy forrow. 

As I had title in thy noble husband t 
I haue bewept a worthy husbands death? 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance. 

Arc crakt in peeces by malignant death. 

And 1 for comfort haue but one falfe glade? 

Which greeues me when I fee my flume in him. 

Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee J 
But death hath fnatcht my children from mine armes. 
And plukt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence ,0 what caufe haue I 
Then,beingbut motitieof my felfe, 

T o ouergo thy plaints and drowne the cries ? 

Boy. Good Aunt,ycu w'cept not for our fathers death? 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares ? 

tjerl. Our fathetlelfe diftreife was left vnmoand, 
Your widawes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

^«.Giue me no helpe in lamentation, 

1 am not barren to bring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce theircurrcntsto mine eyes? 

That I being gouemd by the watry moane, 

May fend forth plenteous testes to drowne the world.* 
Oh for my husband, for my heireLo. Edward, 
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Jmhoi Oh for our father, for our dearc Lo. flarenee. 
25 «nAlas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
j^.What flay had I but Edward^ and is he gone 
Ambo. What flay had we but Clarence , and is he gone ? 

What flay had I but they,and they are gone? 

Was ncuer widow, had fo dearea lo lie, 

Ambo. Was euer Orhpanes had adearcr lolfe ? 

D»r.Was euer mother had a dearer loflcst 
Ala*, I am the mother of thefe moanes, 

Their woes arc parceld,mine are gcnerall: 

She for Edward weepes,and fo do I : 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not (lie .• 

Thefe babes for Clarence wecpe,and fo do I .* 

I for an Sdward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you {knee on me three-fould diftreft. 

Powreall your teares, I amyourforrowesnurfe. 

And I will pamper itwith lamentations. Enter (yiofterjwith 
(76. Madame haue comforr,all of vs haue caufe others. 

To waile the dimming of our fhining ttarre : 

But nonecan cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,I doe cry yo. a-ercy, 

I did not fee your Grace,humbly o.» i on my knee 
Icraueyoubleffing, 

D at, God bleirethce,andputraeekeneireinthymind«, 

• Loue,charitie, obedience, and true duty, 

Glo, Amen, make me die a good old man* 

Thats the butt end of my mothers bieffing.* 

1 marucll why her grace did leaueit otxt ? 

Buck? You cloudy Princes, and heart forrowing Peeres, 
That bcare this mutuall heauie load of moane, 

Now cheare each other, in each.others loue.- 
Though we haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

We arc to reape the harueft of his foone : 

The broken rancour ofyour highfwolne hearts. 

But lately fplinted,knit,andioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferu'd,cherifht,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that with feme little traine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetefe 
Hither to London?to be crownd ©ur King* 
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tfJo.Thenbeitfo; and goeweto determine 
Who they (hall be that fhraight Thai poft to Ludlow: 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go. 

To giue your cenfures in this waightie bufineiTe. 

With all our heart' . Exeunt, manet GU.Bnek, 
Eitiekt My Lord, who euer iourneyes tothePrince, 

For Gods fake let not vs two be behind ; 

For by the way He (ort occafion, 

As index to the done we lately talkt off, 

To part the Queenes proud kindred from the King* 

Glo, My other felte.mycounfels confiftoric. 

My Oracle, my Prophet,my dearc Cofen : 

I like a child will goe by thy diredion : 

Towards Ludlow then.for we will not (lay bchinde, Exit, 

Enter two Cittizjws* -v 

i.Cit, Neighbour well met, whither away fo tad ? 
a. Cit. I promife you,I fcarccly know my felfe. 
i .Heare you thenewes abroad? 
i.l.thatthcKingis dead, 
i. Bad newes bu lady, feldome comes the better, 

Ifeare,! ‘eare, twili prooue a troublefome world. Enter m- 
1 .Cii G ood morrow neighbours. ther Cit , 

Doth this newes holdofgood King Edwardsdeath ? 
i.l t doth. 3 .T hen roaifters looke to fee a troublous world. 
i.No,no,by Gods grace his fonne (hallraigne. 

3. Woe to that land thats gouernd by achilde. 

2,1'n him there is a hope of geuernmeut. 

That in his nonage, counfell v nder him, 

Andin his full and ripened ycares,himfeife, 

No doubtihallthen,and till then gouerne well 
1. So flood the (late when Harry the fixt 
Wascrownd at Paris,but at nine moneths old. 

3 .Stood the flatefo ? no good my friend not fo, 

For then this land was famou fly enricht 
With poll tike graue counfell : then the King 
Had vertuous Vncles t© proteft his Grace. 
z.So hath this, both by the father and mother. 
3.Bettcritwerc they all came by the father, 

Orby she father there were none at all: *. 
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For emulation now, who fha’l be ncareft, 

Which touch vs all too neare if God preuent not. 

Oh full of danger is the Duke ofGlocefter, 

And the Queenes kindred hautie and proude, 

And were they to be rulde.and not rule. 

This lickly land might folaceas before. 

3 Come, come, we feare the word, all (hall be well. 

‘ .when clouds appeare.wife men put on their cloak es 
1 When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand : 

When theiun fets,who doth not looke for night ? 
Vntimely ftormes make men expeft a dearth; 

*^11 men be well; but ifGodiortitfo, 

Tis more then we deferue,or 1 expeft. 

1. Truly the foulcs of men arc fullof dread ; 

Yecannot almaft rcafon with a man 
Thatlookes not hcauily and full of fears. 

3.Beforcthe times of change, ttdl is it fe ; 
j By a deuine inftimfl mens nundes miftruft 
I Enfuing dangers, as by proofewefee, 
v The waters fwell before a boy ftous ftorme : 

But leaue it all to God whither away i 

2. We are fent for to the 1 uftice. 

3. And fo was I, lie bearc you company. Exeunt , 

Enter C ar dtmlt, Dutches ofTerke,^u.yong Torkf . 

Car. Laft night I heard they lay at Northampton, 

At Stonillratford will they be to night. 

Tomorrow Or next day they will beheere. 

T)nt, 1 long with all my heart ro fee the Prince, 

1 hope he is much growne tince laft 1 faw him. 

j^w.But I heare no, they fay my foonne of Yorke 
Hafh ouertanc him inhis growth. 

Tor, I mothcr,but I would not haue it fo. 

Dut, Why, my yongCoufm it is good to grow, 
2V.Granam,one night as we did fit at Tapper, 

My VncleRiuers talkt how I did grow 
More then my brother. I quo f h my ViicleGlo, 

\ Small hcarbs haue grace,grcat weeds grow apace : 

And fince me thinkes I would not grow fo faft, 
Becaufefweete flowers are (low, and weedcs make haft. 
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Z)#f.Good faith, good faith :thc fayingdid not hold, 

In him that did obie<ft thefamc to thee ; 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was yong, 

So long a growing and foleifurely, 

Th at it this were a rule,he (hould be gracious* 

CVtr.Why Madame,fo no doubt he is, 

,D«#.lhope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt, 

Tor.Novv by my troth it I had been remembred, 

I could haire giuen my V ncles Grace a flout, (miny, 

That (hould hauc neercr toucbt his growth then hcdid 
£>«f.How myprcttie Yorke?I pray theelctmehcareit, 
Ten Marry they (ay .that my V ncle grew fo faw. 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houresold: 

\ Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Gwmam,this would haue bcenc a prittieieft, 

\ pray thee prettie Yorke.whotold thee fo? 
Ter.Granam, his Nurfe. 

But. Why, (lie was dead ere thou wcrt borne. 

Ter. lft were hot (lie, I cannot tell who told me. 

' Qu. A perillous Boy ; go too : you are too llirewd. 
CWr.Good Madame be not angry with thechild. 

J9«. Pitchers haue eares. Enter Dorfiu 

“car. Here comes yourfonnc,Lord Marques Dorfet, 
What newcs Lord Marques ? 

Der.Such newes.my Lord, as gricues metovnriwd. 

^».How faresthe Prince i 

Dor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

But. What is the newes then ? 

Der.Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray, are Cent toPomfret, 
Wkh them, dir Thomas Vaugham,prifoners. 

But. Who hath committed them? 

Bor. The migbtie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 
Car.Vor what offence ? 

Der.Thefummcofall lean, I hauc dilcloled i 
Why, or for what thefe Nobles were cemmitted. 

Is all vnknowne to me,my gracious Lady. 

I Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houle, 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hinde ; 

Jnfulting tyrannic brgins toiet y 0 , 
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Vpon the innocent and lawleiTe throane : 

Welcome deftrudion.death and malTacrq> 

1 fee as in a Mappe the end of all. 

Put. Accurfed and vnquiet wranglingdaies, a 
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft hislife to get the crowne. 

And often vp and downeroy fonnes were toft. 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feared, and domefticke broyles' 

Cleane ouerblowne,themfelues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon themfelues, blood againft blood, 

Selfe again ft felfe.O prepofterous 

And franktice outrage, end thy damned fpleene. 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

G)h, Come, come , my boy, we will to danftuarie. - 
D»r.llegoe along with you. . 

^.You haue no caufe, 

CarMy gracious-Lady,go. 

And thither bare your treafure and your goods. 

For'niy part,lle refigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I kcepe,andfo betid to me, 

As yvell 1 tender you.and all of yours : 

Come ile cunduft you to theSanfluarie* Exeunt. 

The Trumpets found , Enter young Prince, the Duke of 

(j loft errand Buckingham , Cardinally cd'C, (ber . 

Buck. Welcome fweerePrinceto London to your cham« 
G/e. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foucraigne: 

- The weary way hath made you melancholic. 

Prin. No Vncle.but our crotTes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wearifom.and heaOie : 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me. 

| G^.Swectc Prince, the vntaintedvertue ofyour yeares, 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can you diftinguilli of a man. 

Then of h is outward (hew, which God h c knowes, 

Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want,were dangerous, 

Your grace attended to their fugred words. 

But lookt noton the poyfon of their hearts.* 

■-* God 








God kecpe you from them, and from fuch falfe friends, 
Pri»,God keepe me from falfe friends, but they were none 
Glo. My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greeteyou! 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.M.G odbletfeyour Grace.with health and happie daies 
Pr<».Ithankeyou good my Lo. and thanke you all, 

I thought my mother and my brother Yorkc, 

Would long ere this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a flug is Haftings that he conics not 
T o tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.HaR. 

Bucks And in good time here comes the fweating 
Erin. Welcome my Lord, what, will ourmotherci 
Haft. On what occalion God he knowes,n 
The Quecne your morher,andyour brother 
jHauetaken Sanftuarie; The tender Prince 
Would fainecomewith meto mcete your 
But by his mother was perforce wlth-held. 

Bhc. Fie, what an indired and petuifh courfc 
3 s this others? Lord Cardinall, will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of Yorkc 
V nto his Princely brother prefently ? 

Iflhe denie.Lord Haftings go with them, 

And from heriealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo.ofBuckingham,ifmy weakcoratorie 
Can from his mother vvinne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon exped him heere : but if Ihe be obdurate 
T o mildc entreaties, God forbid 
We fliould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blefted Sanduaric ; not for all this land. 

Would I be guiltie of fo great afinne. 

Buck , .You arc too fenceleflc obftinate my Lord, t 
To® ceremonious andtraditionall. 

Weigh it but with the greatnelfe of this age. 

You breakc not Sanduarie in feazing him; 

The benefit thereof is alwaies granted 
Tothofc whofc dealings haue defeiued the place. 

And thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued it, 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 







Then take him from thence that is not there. 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there t 
Oftbaue I heard ofSadfuarie men, 

But Sanduarie children neucr till now. 

CarMy Lord, you fliall ouer-rulemy 
Come on Lord Haftings, will you goe with 
Ha(t> I goe my Lord. Exit. 

Pti.Go od Lords make all the fpeedie haft 
Say V tide GUcefter, tfout brother come,' 

Where fiiall we foiournc till our Coronation ! 

Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royall 
If I may counfell you, fome day or two 
Your highnefle fliall repofe you at the T ower ; 
Thenwhereyou pleafe andfhall be thought moft fit 
For your beft health and recreation. 

I THl doe not like the Tower of any place: 

• Did Mms C&Jer build that place my Lord ? 

Bucft He did, me gratious Lo. begin that place. 
Which fince fucceding ages haue reedified. 

Prin.ls it vpon recorder elfe report 
Stieefliuely from age to age he built it t 
BuckV pon record my gracious Lord. 

Prm. But fay my Lord it were not regift red, 
Methinkestbe truth fhould liue from age to age. 

As twerc retaild to all pofteritie, 

Euen to the generall ending day. ' 

<y/«,So wife,fb yong,they fay do ncuer liue long* 
P/mWhatlayyoyjyhclei . 

_ (74>.I fay,wifhota Caracfcrs fame liues long? 

That like the formall vice,iniquitie, 

Impralize two meanings in one word. 

^ lat ^ ,tts Cafar was a famous man. 

With what his valour did inrich his wit, - 

His wit fet downs to make his valour liue: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour, 
for now he liues in fame,though not in life .* 

L f ou what my Coufen Buckingham. 

^w^Whatmy graciousLord? 

7n»,And if I liue vntilil be a naan. 
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Rcwinne our ancient right in France againe, 

Or dye a fouldicr as I liud a King. 
glo. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring* 
SnterjongTorke.Hafiings, Curding. 
iac.Now in good timc,herc comes the Duke of Ycrke, 
Prin.Richard of Yorfahov/ fares our noble brother; 

* Tor .Well my deare Lord : fo muft l call you now. 

Triw.l brother to our gricfc.as it isyours : 

Too late liedidcthat might haue kept that title* 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftic. 

G/o.How fares our coufen noble Lo.of Ycrke i 
Tor. I thanke you gentle vncle, O my Lord, 

You Laid that 1 die weeds arc faft in growth ; 
ThePrincc my brother hath out growne me farre. 

Clo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore i* he idle ? 
gio.Qh my fairc coufen, I muft not fay fo. 

7d»\Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foucraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you V ncle giuc me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litlecoufenywith allmy heart. 

Prm. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind V ncle that I know will giuc. 

And being but atoy .which isnogifttogiue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, ile giua my cofcn. 

Tor. A. greater gift i O thats the Iword too it. 
g/o . I gentle cofen, were it light enough. 

Tor.Q then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In w eightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is too weightie for you grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 

G/9. What, would youhaue my weapon little Lord l 
Tor. I would that I might thanke you as you call me. 
Glo. Mow? Tor. Litle. 

Prm. My Lo :of Tcr^will ftillbecrofte in talker 
Vncle your grace knowes how to bcare with him. 

Tor. You mcane to beare me,notto bcare with me; 
V nclc,my brother moekes both you and me, 



gecauicthat I amlitle likean y#pc. 

He think es that you lhould bcare me on your fhoulders « 
Sec. With what a fturpe prouided wit he rcafons, 

Xo raittigate the fcorne he giuc his vncle, 

Heprctely and aptly taunts himfclfc: 

So cunning and fo young is wonderfull. 

gloMy ho; wiltpleafe you paifealong ? 

My fclfe and my good coufcn Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To mcetyou at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor, What will you goc vnto the Tower my Lord ? 
Pritt.My Lord Protcttor will haue it fo. 

Tor. I fhall not fleepei n quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, what lhould you fcarc 
Tflr.Mary my rncle Clarence angry ghoft ; 

My Granam told mehe was mnrdrcd there, 

< PW», I feare no vnclcs dead. 

G/o.Nor none that liuc, 1 hope. 

Pm. And if they liue, I hope I need not feare.' )2 

But come my L» with a hcauie heart 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exennt.Prin.Tor.Hafi.T)orfmanet.BiJh.Buc. 

J?»r.Thinkeyou my Lo ; this litic prating Yorke, 

Whas not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

T o taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly t 
Glo. No doubt.no doubt,Oh tis a perilous boy. 

Bold, quickc, ingenious, forward.capable. 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Snc . Well let them re ft : come hither Catesbj, 

Thou art fworneas deepely to effedl what we intend, 
iAs ciofdy to conceale what we impart. , 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde v pon the way : 

What thinkeft thou, is itnotan calie matter 
T o make William L. FUftings ef our tnindc, 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the feate toy all ofthis famous Ile £ 

Catef. He for his fathers fake fo lques the Prince, 

That he will i^ot be wonne to ought againft hira. 

^w.What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he! 

Fa * Cat* 
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Cat, He will doe all in all as Ma-ftw s doth. 
jg#c.Well,then no more but this . 

Go gentle fatesby, and as i t w ere a farre ott, 

Sound Lord Hafttngs how he Hands affeded 
Vnto ourpurpofc,lf hebewilling, 

Encourage him, and lliew him all pur reafons ; 
Ifhebeleadcn,Icie>cold,vnwillmg, 

Be thou fo too: and (obreake off your talke, 

And'g'iue vs notice of his inclination. 

For wc to morrow hold dcuided counfels, 

Wherein thy fclfe (halt highly be employed. 

(7/o.Commend me to Lord William, tell him Catesby 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 
T o morrow arc let blood at Pomftet Caille, 

And bid my friends forioy of this good newes, 

Giue gentle Miftris Sbore&ne gentle kitfe the more. 

Bttck^ Good Catesby effed this bafihetTc foundly. 
fat, My good Lords both : with all the hee de 1 may. 
(7/o.Shall we heare from you Catesby ere we fleepe i 
Cat. You lhall my Lord. Exit Catesby 

Glo .At Crosby place, there fhall you finde vs both. 

Now niy Lord, what fhall wc do,if weperceiue 
William Lord Hafttngs will not yeeld to our complots ? 

C^.Chop off his head man,fomc what wc willd®, 

And looke when I am King, claime thou of me 
The Earledome of Hertford and the mooueables, 
Whereof the King my brother Hood polfeft. 

^wc^Ile claime that promife at your Graces hands. 
(y/a.And looke to haue it yeclded with vvillingneffe. 
Come let vs fu p betimes, that afterwards 
We may d igefl our complots in fome forme. Exeunt. 

Enter et meffenger to Lord Hayings, 

Mejf. What ho my Lord. 

Hetft.W ho knocks at the coore } 

Meft. A melfenger from the Lord Stanley. Enter L, 

Haft. Whats a clocked 

JMeff. Vpon-the flroke offeurt. 

H*/?. Cannot rhy maifter fleepe the tediou*night$ i 
MeJftSo it fhould feemeby that I haue to fay .* ^ 
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firfthc commends him to your noble Lordihip. 

Haft, And thtoxMcJ.orfud then he fends you words 
He dreamt to nigh t, the Boare had cafl his hclm'e: . V "J 
gefides he iaye^thcre are two couirfUs held. 

Aid that may be determined at the one, 

Which may make you and him to rew at the other. 

Therefore he fends to know your Lordfliips plcaliire 
Ii prefently you will take horfe with him, . 

Aid with all fpeeuc port into the North, 

To Ihun ti e danger that'his foule diuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go, returns vnto thy Lord: 

Bid hitn net fearc the feparated coiincels : 

His Honourand my fdfe are at theone. 

And at the other is myfefuantCd/e/^t 
Whercnothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof 1 fhallnor haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (hallow, wanting inftancie. 

And for his dreames,' I wonder he is fo fond. 

To truft the mockci'ie of vnquiet flumbers. 

To flye the Boare before the Boare purfue vs, 

Wereto incencethe Boare tofollowy^ 

tAM make purfuite where he did mcanc no chafe. 

Go, bid thy mas Her rife and come rome. 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he fhall fee the Boare Will vfe v s kindly. 

Mef.lAy gracious Lord,lle tell him whatyou fay. Exit, 
Enter fatesby to L.H aft trigs, 
fat. Many good morrowes to nay noble Lord . 

Haft. Good morrow Catesby : you are early Birring, 

What newes, what newes, in this our tottering Hate ? 

CW.Itis a reeling world indeedemy Lord, 

And I belseue twill ncuer Hand vpfight 
Till Richadw cure the Gaflandbf the Realme. 

Haft. Who ? weare the Garland ? doefl thou meane the 
Cat Imy good Lord. . •* (Crowncf 

Haft. He haue tfrtscrowtte di mine, cut from mylhoul- 
%J wifi fee the Crowne fo foule mifplafle: (ders, 

Butcanftrhou geffe that he doth ay me at it ? 

OfhVpon myHfe my L. and hopes to ffndeyou forward 
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Vponhis party for the gaine thereof, 

And thereupon he fends you this good newes: 

That this lame very day ,your enemies, 

The kindred of thcQueenc,muft die at Poptfret . 

Hajl . Indeed Ifltn no mourner for this newes. 

Because they haue bcenc ftill mine enemies ; 

Butthat lie giue my voyce on Richards fide. 

To barre my maifters hcircs in true difeent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

£>.God keepeyour Lordlhip in that gracious minde. 

Haft. But I (hall laugh at tins a twclmonth hence, 

T hat they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

! liuctolooke vpon their tragedie : 
cell ch z.Catctby. fa. What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me cider, 
lie fend fome packing,thatyet thinke not on it. 

Cat. Tisavilcthmgto dicniy gratious Lord 
When men arevnprcpard.andlookenot for it. 

Haft.O monftrous,monftrous,andfofaisitout 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray t and fo twill doo 
With fome men clse,who thinke thcrafelues as fafe 
As thou,and I, who a* thou knowft are deare 
T o princely Richard-, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft* 1 know they do, and I haue well deferuedit. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Whatmy L. where it your Boare-fpeare man ? 

Feare you the Boare, and goe you lo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L. good morrow ; good morrow Catcsfy; 

You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do not like thefefeuerall counccls I. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as dearc asypu do yours, 
And neuerin my life 1 do proteft, 

Waa it more precious to me they it is now, i 

Thinke you, butthat Iknow pur ftatc fecure, 
Iwouldbefotryumphantas lam ? 

Stall he Lords of Ttmfret when they rode from Lond®* 
Were iocund^andfuppofde their ftaies was fuic, 



^ ^ n( J Indeed had no caafe to miftruft.* 

But yet you fee how foonethe day orccaft, 

This hidden fcab of rancor 1 mifdeubt, 

Pray God, 1 fay, I prouea ncedlcifecoward, 

But come my L. (ball we to the Tower ? 

Haft I go .Jaut ftay,heareyou not the newes I 
This day tnofe men you talkc of, are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better. weare their heads, 

' l Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats .• 

But come my L. let vs aw ay. Exit . L.Standley, & Cat . 

Haft. Go you before, He follow prefently. 

Enter ft mgs a Purftuant. 

Haft. Well met Haftmgs, i *ow goes the world with thee ? 

<j>ur. rhe better that it pleafe your good Lofd&iptoosk. 

Haft. 1 tell thee fellow, tis better with menow, 

Then when I met thcelaft where now we mecte : 

Then was 1 going priioner to the Tower, 

Bv thefuggelhon of thcQuecncs allies : 

But now 1 cell thee ( keepe it to thy felfc) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better ft ate then euer 1 was. 

iV.God hold it to your Honours goodcontcritv 

Haft. Gramcrcy Haftings, hold fpend thou that. 

He giuet him hit pur/e. 

Pur. God faue your Lord fh ip. Sxit.-^Pur* Enterapriefi. 

Haft. Whatfir Iohn,you arc well met: 

I am beholdingto you for your laft dayes cxercife : 

Come the next vSabboth^nd I will content you. He whifpers 
Enter 'Buckingham, (in his ear r. 

Hue. How now Lord Chambcrlaine,whattalkingwitha 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the Prieft. (prieft* 

Your Honour hath no fhriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith,and when 1 met thisholy man, 
Thofcmenyou talke of, came into myminde; 
i What, go you to the T ower my Lord i 

Bttc, 1 do, but long 1 fhall not Say, 

Ifliall returns before your Lord fh ip thence. 

Haft. Tis like enough.for I ftay dinner there. 

S>te. And fupper too,althoBgffthoo knowh it not .* 

C®me 






Comc,fhali we goe along ? 

Enter Str Richa d Rathffe,mth the Lord Ritters, 

Gray,and Vaughan, prtfencrs. 

Rat, Come bring forth the prifbners, 

Rrn.Six Richard r R*tJijfe,lct me tell thee this i 
To day lhaltthou behold a fiibied: die, 

For truth, for duty, and for loyalcie. 

gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe ofyou: 

\ knotyou are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Rtu.Q Pomf>-et,Pomfrci . Q thou bloody prifon, 

Fatall and ominous to noble Pcercs .* 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walks 
‘Richard the kcond here was hackt to death : 

And for jnore llaunder to thy difmall foule. 

We giue thee vp our guiftlelFe blouds to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarts curfe if falne vpon our heads. 

For Handing by^when Richard ftabd her fonne. 

2?<w.Thencurft ihe Hafimgs , then curft 111 q Buckingham, 
Thencurft (lie Richard.O remember God, ■ Q 
To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, . ■ - - 

e^fnd for my lifter and her princely fonne..- 
Befatisfied deare God with ouf true blouds, 

Which as thou knoweft vuiuftly muft be Ipilt. 

ifor.Comc, come, difpatch, the limit, of your liuesisout. 
ifia.Come Gray ,come Vaugham, let vs all imbracc 
And take our leaues, vntill we mcete in heauen. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft. My Lords at once, the cauie why we are met. 

Is to determine oft he Coronation. 

In Gods name fay, when is this ray all day? 

Rue. Arc allthings fitting for that royall time? 

Bar It is,and let but nomination. 

r Bifh. To morrow then, I guefteahappie time. 

Rue. Who knowes the Lord Protestors min&e herein? 

Who is moft inward with the noble Duke ? (his mind. 

j?hWby you my L : me thinks you Ihouldfooneft know 
, j?#c.Who 1 my Lord ? we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 

Theni of yours.- nor I no more of his, then you of mine, 

Lord 
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Lord Haftings, you and he are neare in loue. 

Haft. I thanke his grace, I kno\^ he loues me wellf 
But for his purpofe in the Coronation 
1 haue not founded him,nor he deliuered 
His graces pleafure any way therein : 

But you my L. may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behalfe He giue my voyce, 

Which I prefume he will take in good part. 

Bifts. Now in good time hecre comes the Duke himfelfe. 

Enter Glofler . , 

Glo. My noble L. and coulens all good morrow, 

I haue bene long a lleepe.but now 1 hope 
My abfence doth negleft no great defignes, 

Which by my prefenca might haue bene concluded. 

Rue. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

William L. Hafiingt had now pro noun ft you part: - 
I meane your voyce for crowning ©f the King. 

(7/ic.Then my L. Hafimgs, no man mighebe bolder. 

His Lordlhip knowes me well, and loues me welb 

Haft. I thanke your grace. 

Glo, My Lord of Elie. 

Ri/h.My Lord. 

Glo. When I was laft in Holbornc, 

Ifaw good ftrawberries in your garden there, 
i do befeech you fend for fome of them. 

Bijh. Igoe my Lord, 

Cr/a.Coulen Buckingham, a word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Hafiingt in our bufinelle. 

And findes the tefty gentleman fb hote, 

As he will l©ofe his head eregiue confent. 

His maiftei s fonne as wotlhipfull he termes it, 
onall loofe the royaltie of England® throane. 

Withdraw you hence my L. lie foilowyou. Ex, Git. 

ZA»-,Vve haue not yet fet do wne this day of triumph, 
to morrow m mine opinion is toofocne,- 
for I ray felfeam not Co well prouided. 

As elfel would be, were the day prolonged, 

Ritu r Euterthe ^°P°fElie. ( berries. 

Jh ' VVhereis my L.ProteHor, l haue fer.t for theft ftraw- 

G Hajf. 




Haft. His grace lookcs checrefully andfinooth to day,, 

T heres fom c conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 
Ithinke there is neuer a man in Chriftendome, 

That can Idler hide his loue or hate then he .* 

\ For by his face ftraight fliall you know his heart. 

Dor . What of his heart perceiuc you in his face. 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day ! 

Haft. Marry,that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he werc,he would haue fliewne it in his face. 

£>ar.J pray God he benot,Ifay. 

Enter (ft /often 

(z/o.I pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do confpire my death with diuellifli plots 
Of damned witchcraft an d that haue preuaild 
Vpon my body With their helliflicharmes? * 

H«ft. T he tender loue 1 beare your grace my Lord, 
Makes me moft forwardin this noble prefence, 

To doorae the offenders whatfoeuerthey be: 

Ifay my Lord they haue defer ued death. 

9Vc.Thcnbeyoureyes thewitncffieofthisill. 

Set how I am bewitcht, behold mine arme 
Is like a blaftcd faplipg withered vp. 

This is that Edwards w»fe,thatmonftrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpetJ’fwe, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. Iftheyhauedonethisthingmy graciour Lord f , 
G'/o.Ifthou PtoteSior of this damned ftrumpet, 

Tdft thou me ofiffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Offwith his head. Now by SaintPaul,. 

I will not dine to day I fweare, 

Vntill I fee the fame, fome fee it dene .* 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, mnet 
Haft.WojWo, for England^ not a whit for me: Ca.wttb Haft. 
Fori too fond might haue preuented this'.* 

Stanley did dreatne the boare did race his helrae, 

But! difdaind it, and did fcorne to flie. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfe did ftumble,. 

ftartled when he lookt vpon the T ewer, 

w - lit 
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As loth to b eare me to the (laughter- faoufc, 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that fpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

Astweretriumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Tomfret bloodily were butchcrd. 

And 1 ray felfe fecure in grace and fauour .* 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauie curie 
Islightened on poore Haftings wretched head. 

(fat .Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner r- 
Make a (liort fhrift ,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft.O momentary ftate of worldly men, 

\ Which we more hunt for, then for the gract of heauen : 
Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour faire lookcs, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a mall, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downc 
Into fatali bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the blocke,bearehimmy head. 

They fraileatme,thatlhortIy ihallbedead. Exem?* 

Enter ‘Duke of Glofter arid Buckingham inarmour » 
g(7/tf.Cotnccoulen,canftthou quake & change thy colours 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and ftopagaine, 

As ifthou wertdeltraughtand mad with terror. 

But. T u t feare net me, 
lean counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and prie on euery fide 5 
, Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
I Are atmyferuicelikeinforccd frniles. 

And both are readie in their offices 
' To grace my ftratagems. Entes Maior '. 

Gl», H-re comes theMaior. 

Sue, Let me alone to entertaine him; Lord Maior 
(?/o.Looke to the drawbridge there. 

•fiw.The reafon we haue fentf or you, 

Glo.(ftatesby ouerlooke the walks. 

^w.Harke, I hearea drumme. 

G^.Looke backe.defend thee,herc are enemies* 

Buc.G od and ourjnnocenrie defend vs» 

&o,Q t 0, be quiet, it is (fatesby. 

Q & 






Enter Catetbymth Haftwgs he Ad. 

Cat . Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpe&ed Haftings. 

G/^.So deare 1 loud the man, that I mu ft weepe • 

I tooke him for the plaineft harmelefte man, 

That breathed vpon this earthaChriftian : 

Looke ye my Lord Maior : 

I made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hiftorie of all her fecret thoughts .* 

Sofmooth he daub’d his vice with fhew ofvertue, 
That his apparent open guilt omitted : 

I meane his conucrfation with Shoresmk, 

He laid from all attainder of fufpetft. , 

Buck. Well, well, he was thecouertft flieltred traitor 
That euerliu’d, would you haueimagined, 

Or almoft beleeue,were not by great preferuation 
Weliue to tell it youf The fubtile traitor 
Had i his day plotted in the counfcll h oufe, 

T o murder me,and my good Lord of Glocefier, 
Mayor. What, had he fo i 
Glo. Whatthinkeye we are Turkes or Infidels, 

Or that we w ould againft thecourfeofLaw, 

Proceed thus rafhly to the villaines death. 

But that theextreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace of hngland, and our perfonsfafetie 
Inforft vs to this execution l 

Ma. Now fairc befall you, he deferued his death, 
j4nd you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

T o warne falie traitors from the like attempts ; 

1 neuer }ookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with MiftrelTc Shore. 

C/lo.Yct had not we determined hefhould die, 

V ntill your Lordfhip came to fee his death, 

Which now the longing haft ofthefe our friends 
Somewhat againft ©ur meaning haue preuented. 

Be caufe my iord,we would haue had you heard 
The traitor fpeake,and timeroufly confefle 
The manner, and the purpofc of his. treafon* 

That ygu might well nauefxgnified the fame, 
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Vnto the Cittizensjwjio happily may 
Milconftruevsinhim,and wailehis death* 

My good Z.your graces word fhallferue, 

As well as lhad feene or heard him fpeake: 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both, 

But He acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this eafe* 

Glo. And to that end we wtlh yonr Zordfhip here, 

To auoid die carping cenfures of the world. 

ifar.But fence you came too late «f our intents, 
yetwitnelfewhat we did intend,andfo myZordadue. 

C/^After, after, Coufen Buckingham, Exit Mam* 

The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all poft. 

There at your meeteft aduantageofthetime, 

Inferrcthe baftardy of Edwards children ; 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would tnakehisfonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houfo, 

Which by the figne thereofw as tearmed fo. 

Moreouer.vrge hishatefull luxurie. 

And beaftiall appetite in change ofluft. 

Which. ftretched to their feruants,daughters,wiucs, 

Euen where hisluftfull eye, or fauage heart. 

Without controll lifted to make his prey -• 

Nay for a need thus farre come neare my perfbn. 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Ofthat vnfatiate <?<afe>W,noble Yorke, 

My Princely father then had wares in Fra»te t 
And by iuft computation of the time, 

Foundjthat the iflue was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments. 

Beingnothing likethe noble Duke my fathers 
But touch this fparingly asitwerefarreoff, + - 

Becaufeyou know my Zord,m^brothcrliues« in c>'n c i'- 
'Bhc. Feare not, my Zordjleplay the O aior , 

As if the golden feeforwhich Ipleade, 

Wereforrayfelfc. 

G/e,If you thriuewell, bringthem to Baynards CfcftxSi 
Where you Aiall find me well accompanied 
G 










With rcucrend fathers and well learned Bifliops. 

Buc. About three or foure a clocke looke to heare 
What newes Guild-hall affordeth, and fo my Lord farwell. 

Glo* Now will I in to take fome priuie order ( Ex. Em, 
To draw the Brats ofC/^Tw^outoffightj 
And to giuc notice that no manner of perfon 
At any time haue recourfc wnto the Princes, Exit , 

Enter a Scriuener with a paper in his hand. 

This is the Indi&ment of the good Lord Hafiings, 

Which in afet hand fairely is ingroifd. 

That it may be this day read ouer in Pauls : 

And raarkehow wellthefequcllhangstogethcr, 

Eleuen houreslfpenttowrite it ouer. 

For yefternight by Catesby was it brought me, 

The prefident was full as long a dooing, 

And yet within thefe hue houres liued Lord Hafiings 
Vntainted,vnexamined; free, at libertie : 

Here’s a good world the while. Why who s fo grofle 
That fees not this palpable deuice? 

Yet who fo blind butfayes he fees it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

Whenfucb bad dealing muft be feene in thought, Exit, 

Enter Glocefler at one dears, Buckingham at another. 
CJko.Hov/ now my Lord what fay the Citizens / 

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizenes are mumme,and fpeakenot a word, 
G/o.Toucht you the baftardy of Edwards Children l 

Buc. 1 did .-with the infatiategreedineife of his defires, 

His tyranny for trifles this owne baftardy. 

As being got,your father then in France: 

Withall I did inferre your lineaments. 

Being the right Idea ofyour fathet, 

Both in one forme and noblenetfe of minde : 

Layd vpon all your victories in Scotland: 

Your Difciplinc in warre, wifedome in peace t 
Your bountie,vertue,faire humilitic : 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch’tjOr fleightly handled in difeourfe . 

And when my Oratoriegtew to end, jy 



** , [, a( j them that loucs their Countries good, 
rVy God i«iuc Richtif'd,h.u£\Qx\iis roy^illCingr 
Glo.tSf, and did they fo g 
Sue, No fo Cod helpe me. 

But like dumbe ftatues or bieathldfe Hones, 

* Gazdeeace on othei and look t deadly pale : 

VVhich when Haw, I reprehended them ; 

And asktthe Mayor whatmeanes this wilfullflleuce * 

: His ail' were was, the people werenot wont 
To befpoketoojbut by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgdeto tell my tale againe : 

ThUi faith the Duke, thus hath rhe Dukeinferd t. 

But uothinglpeake in warrantfrom himfelfe .* 

When he had done, fome followers of mineownc 
Atthe lower end ofthe hall, hurled vp their caps. 

And feme ten voyces cryed,God faue King Richads 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 
Thisgeneiallapplaufeanulouingftioute, 

Argues your wiledome and your loues to Richard s 
d fo brake off a. id came av\ ay. 

Qlo. W hat tongucleiie blocks were they, would they no? 
3tor.No by my troth my Lord. v (fpcakc,? 

^/o.Will not the Mayor rhen, and his brethcren come? 
Sw.TheMayor is hecre and intendfomes feare. 

Be not fpoken withall, but w ith mightie lute r 
Andlookeyou get a prayer booke in your hand, 

And (land betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant s 
Benoteafiewonne toour requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no, but take it. 

§1°. Feare not me,if thou canft pleade as well for them., 
A1 can fay nay to theefor my felfe. 

No doubt week bring it to a happieitfue. 

A«f.You ikallfee whatl can do, get you vp to the leads. Etc, 
Nowmy Lord Mayor, I danceattendaneehere, 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter C.aiesbj. 
Here conies his feruant : how now Catesby es he ? 

C< My Lord hedoth entreateyour Grace 
fovifithim to morrow, or nex t day ; 





He is within with twoo reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to me ditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy csercife. 

Z?«e.Returne good Catesby to thy Zord again c. 

Tell him my felle, the Maior an«i Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment. 

No lelleimporting them then our generall good, 

Are come to haue (omeconference with his grace, 

+ {-{£ CWf.Ikhtm what you lay my Zord. . 

R»r.A ha my Zord,this prince is not an Edward: 

He is notlullingon aleawd day bed, 

Buton hisknees at meditation : 

Not dallyingwithabraceof Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuinet : 

Not lleeping to ingroftehis idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foule, 

Happy were England, would this graciour prince 
Takeonl imfelfe the foueraigntie thereon, 

Butfure I feare we lhallneuer winnehim to it, 

Mai.Mtsty God forbid his grace Ihould fay vsnay. 

Enter Catesby, 

i?»c.Ifeare be will, how now Catesby , 

Wharf ayes your Zord i 

Cat. My Zord he wonders to what end you haueaffembkd 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake v\ ith him. 

His gracenot being warad thereofbefore 
My Zord, he fcares you meant no good to him. 

Buc.Sory I am my noble coufen fiiould 
Sufpedl me that 1 meanc no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfed: loue to him, 

And Co once more returne and tell his grace; Exit, Cat. 

When holy and deuout religious men, 

/ire at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence, 

Sofweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich, and two Bijbops aloft. 

CM.aior.Stt where he Hands betweene two Clergimen. 

Bttc. Two props ofvertue for a Chriftian Prince: 

To flay him from the fall of vanitie, 
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Fatuous plartagenet, mod gracious prince, 

Lendfauourable cares to my requefb 

M pardon ys the interruption 

Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs nofuch Apologie, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me. 

Who earned in the feruice ofmy God, 

Ncglcft the vifitation of mj friends : 

But leauing this, what isyourGraes pleafurc? 

Bhc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd He. 

Q\o , I do fufped,I haue done fomc offence, 

Thatfeeme difgraciousira the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Btte. You haue my Lord .• would it pleafeyour Grace 
our entreaties to amend that fau t. 

(?/o.Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land 2 
tfw.Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
; f hefupreame Seate,theThronemaiefticall, 

The Sceptred office ofyour Anceftors, 

The lineall glory ofyour royall Houle, 

To the corruption of a blemilht ftocke .* 

Whileft in the mildcneffc ofyour fleepie thoughts, 

Which here we waken to your Country es good : 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defact with fears of infamie. 

And almoft fhouldrcd in this {wallowing gulph 
Of blind forgetfulneife and darks obliuion .• 

Which to recouer we hartily folicite 

Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foueraigntie therof, 

Not as Prote&or, Swteard, yubftitute, 

Nor lowly Fa&or for an others gaine? 

But as fuccclfiuely from blood t© blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie, yourownc : 

For this conforted with the Cittizens, 

Your worfhipfull and very louing friends, 'J 

And by their vehement mftigation. 

In this iuft futecome Ito moue your Grace. 

Ql°, I know not whither to depart in filence, 
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Or biterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 
jBcft fitteth ray degree or your condition ; 

Yourloue deferues my thankes,but mydefert 
Vnmeritable fbunnesyour high requeft, — 

Fir ft if all obftacles were cut away. 

And that my path were eucn to the Crowne, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is >ny pouertie of jfpirit. 

So mightie and fo many my defeats. 

As I had rather hide me from my greatneftc, 

Being a Barke to brooks no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatneifecouetto be hid. 

And in the vapour ofmy glory fmothered : 

But God be thanked thercs no need for me, 

And much I needeto hclpeyou ifneed.were. 

The royall tree hath left vs royallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the Healing houres of time. 
Will well become the feateof maieftie ; 

And make no doubt vs happieby hisraigne. 

On him 1 lay,whatyou would lay on me ; 

The rightand fortune ofhishappie ftarres. 

Which God defend that 1 Ihould wring from him, 
fiuc. My Lord,this argues confcience in yourgrace, 
But the refpeds thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All ci rcumftances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too>but not by Edwards wife ■: 

For firft he was contrafted to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues,a witnefle to that vow. 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bona, Ciflcr to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and diftrefted widdowe, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beft dayes, 

Made prife and purchafe of his luftfull eye. 

Seduce the pitch and height of all his thoughts. 

To bafe declenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By her in this vnlawfull bed hcgot. 
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This Edward ** home our manners terme thcPrince s 
Morebitterly could expoftulate, 

Kethat forreuer ence to forae aliue 
I piuc a fparinglimit to rny tongue . 

Then -ood my Lord,take to your royallfelfe, . 

This proffered benefit of dignitie ? 

Ifnot to bleftevs and thcland withal!. 

Yet to draw out your royall ftocke, 

Piow thecorruption of a bunng time, 

Vnto a lineall true deriued courle. 

^.Do good my Lord, your citizens entreatyeu. 
Cat. 0 make them ioy full, grant their lawfullfute. 
Glo. Jlas,why wouldyou heape thofecaresontne, 
Iatnvnfitfor ftateand dignitie: 

I doe befeech you take it not amitie, 

Icanaot,nor 1 will not y eeld to you. 

flar.lfyou refufe it as in louc and zeale. 

Loth to depofc the ehilde your brothers fonne, 

^ffoell we know your tendcrnelfe of heart, 

JnA oentlekind effeminate reraorfe. 



^ndegally indeed to all eftates, 

Yetwhethcr you except our fute or no, 

Your brothers fonne fhall neufcr raigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in thethronc. 

To the difgrace and downefall ofyour houie : 

And in this refolution here weleaueyou, 

Come Citizens, zounds, lie intreat no more. 

Glo. 0 do not fw care ray Lord of Buckingham *- _ 
CV#.Callthem againe,my Lord and accept their lute 
t^.Do,good my Lord,Ieaft all the land doe rew it 
G/o.Wbuld you enforce roe to a world of care ? 

Well, call them againe,I am not made of ftones. 

But penetrable to your kind i ntreats, 
albeit againft my confcience and my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham, and you lage grauemen. 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beave the burthen whether I will or no, 

1 muft haue patience to endure the loadc, 
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jBu tif blacke ^candaU °r fo foulefac’t reproach 
Attend thefequell ofyour impofition, 

Your meere inforcement lhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and flames thereof. 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

God blefle your Grace, we fee it, and wiU% j u 

In faying fo, you (liall but fay the truth. ^ 

Buc, Then 1 falute you with this kingly Title * 

Longliue Ki ng Sic, hard, Englands royall King ’ 

May, Amen. 5 * 

Bhc.T o morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d > 
G/o.buen when you will/mccyou will haue itfo* 

Bhc.To morrow then we will attend your Graced 
Gh. Come, let vs to our holy taskeagaine : 

Farewell good Coufen,farewellgentlefriends. Exeunt 

Enter JQuecne mother, Butehejfe of T or ke, Marques ' 
Borfet at one doore, ‘ButcheffeofG/ockfter 
At another doors* 

But, Wh o meetes vs heere,my Neece Tlantaoenen 
Sifler well met,whither away fo faft ? 

But G/o . No farther then the Towcr>and as I gueffe,. 

Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

^«.Kind After thankes,weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Torver. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

IVl. Lieutenant, pray you byyourleaue, 

Howfearesthe Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by your Icaue, 

I may noduffer you to vifithim, 

fr ra *f$tJy charged the contrary. 

^«.The King ? why, who’s that ? 

Lieuy cry you mercie,! meane the Lord Protcdor. 

d i l r f ° rd P roteA hl 'm from that Kingly title; 

Hath he let bounds betwixt their leue and me : 

I am their mother, who fliould keepe me from them ? 

* am their father, mother, and will fee them. 

But* G/o. Their Aunt I am in law, in loue their mother. 

Then: 




or tuenararne i nird. 

Then fearenot thou. Ilebeare thy blame, 

Vj take thy office form theeon my per ill. 

LieuX doe befeech your Graces all to pardon me : 

1 a m bound by oath, 1 may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Standlj* 

j’ww.Let me but meeteyour Ladies at an hourehencc ; 
And He falute your Grace of York?, as mother ; 

And reuerent looker on, of two taireQueenes. 

Come Madam, you mull goewith meto Weftminfter, 
There to be crowned ‘Richards royall Queene. 

(jfo.O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
Mayhaue fome fcope co beate, or elfe I found 
With this deadliking newes. 

2 >w.Madam,haue comfort, how fares.your Grace ? 
gu, 0 Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftrudtion dogge thee at theheeles. 

Thy mochers name is ominous to children, 

If thou wilt ouerftrip death, goccro lie the Teas, 

And liue with Richmond from rhe race of hell, 

( Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughterhoufe, 

: Lead thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother, wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Full of wifecare is this your counfcll Madam, 
Take all the fwiftadiiantage of the time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to mefonne. 

To mecteyou onthe way and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie,by vnwife delay. 

Dut,Yor. O ill difpearfing winde of miferie, 

0 my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cokatricehaft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, 1 in allhaftewasfentfor, 

Dutch. And I in all vnwillmgnelTewill goe, 

1 would to Godthat the inclufiue verge 

Of golden mettaH that iruift round nry brovve, 

Werered hotte fteele to (eare me tot he braine, 
Annoynted let me bewith deadly poyfon, 

®^iid die, ere men can fay, God fauethe Queene. 
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gu, isilas poore foule,l enuic not thy glory, 

To feede my humor, with thy felfe no harmc. 

.. °ut. 9 io - No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me 1 followed Henri.es courfe, 

When fcarfe the blood was well walk from his hands 
Which ilfued from my other angell husband, * 

-^nd that dead faint, which then 1 weeping followed, 
0,when 1 fay,llookt on Rietitofo face, 

T his was my will), be thou cjuoth 1 accur ft, 

For making inefo yong,Yo old a widow, 
vfnd when thou wedft, lit forrow haunt thy bed, 

./4nd be thy wife if any be fo badde 
uis miferable by the death of thee, 

<u^s thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loe, euen I can repeate this curfeagaine, 

Euen info fhorta fpace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiuc to his h@ny words, 
e^hd prou d thefubiedfsof my ownefoulescurfe, 
Which euerfincehath kept mine eyes from ileepe, 

For neuer yet, one houre in nis bed, 

Haue I cnioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

Bnthaue bene waked by histimerous dreanics, 
Eefidesjhe hates me for my father fVamicfa 
And will fhortly be rid of me, 

klas poore foule,i pittie thy complaints. 
Dnt.Glo.No more then from ray fbulelmournc for yours 
^w.Farewelfthou woefullwelcomer of glorie. 
But.Glo. Adue poore foulc, thou takft thy leaue ofit. 
Due.Tor.Go thou to Richmond, & good fortune guidethce 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 
Gothcu to fancluarie.good thoughts poftelle thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie old yeares offorsow haue I feene. 

And each houres ioy wraskt with a weeke of teene. 

The Trumpets founds Enter Riehard crowned, 'Bucking- 
ham, Catesbyywith other Nobles. 

. Aksg.Stand all apart. Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand Here he afeendeth his throne. 




L (hall W ee weare thefe honours for a day i 
Or (hall they laft,and we tcioyce in them i 
Buc. Still hue they, and for euer may they laft. 

Xm.Rt.O Buckingham, now I doe play the touch, 

Totrie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward Hues ; thinkenow what I would fay. 

Buc.S ay on my gratious foueraigne. 

ging. Why Buckingham, ICay I would be King* 

But' Why foyou are my thrice renowned Liege, 

Kin.UA : am 1 King i tis fo, but Ednyrdli ues. 
U^-.Truenoble Prince. 

Ein.O bitter confequenc’e, 

That Edward ftill fhould liue true noble Prince, 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull 
Shall I be plat ne i Iwifli the baftardsdead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde. 

Whatfaieft thou . ? fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 
jgw.Your grace may do your pleafure. 

JOhgTutjtut, thou art all.yce, thy kindneflefreezeth 
Say, haue 1 thy confent that they (ball die ? 

5«c.Giue me fome breath, fome little paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your grace immediatly. 

Ck.TheKing is angry,fee,he bites thelip* 

King, I will conuerfe with iron witted fooles, 

And vnrefpeftiue boyes,none are for me 
Thatlooke into me with confideratc eyes .* 

S«t,high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpefL 
Boy. Lord. 

King, Knowft thounot any whome corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

BfiyMy Zord,I know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie minde. 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing* 

King. What is his name i 

His l^gtne my iord, is Terrill 




King. Goe call him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall betheneighbourto my counfcll. 

Hath he To long held out with me vntirde, 

' -And flops he now for breath? 

Enter Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord, I heare theMarquefle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the fcas where 

he abides. 

King. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

Rumor it abroad 

That ^nne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping defer 
Enquire me out fomemeane borne Gentleman, 
Whomc I will marry ftraightto Clarence daughter, 

T he boy is foolifh,and I feare not him : 

Looke how thou dreamft : 1 fay againe,giue out 
That^/nnc my wife is ficke and like to die* 
yfbout it, for it ftandsmemuchvpon, 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I mu ft be married to my brothers daughter, 

Orelfe my Kingdome (lands on brittle glade, 

Murther her brothers,and then marry her, 

V ncertaine way of gaine,but I am in 
Sofarreinblood,thatfln plucks on fin, 

Tcares falling pittiedwelsnotin this eye. 

Enter Tirr el. 

Is thy nameTirrcl? 

Tir. lames Titrel^ and your moft obedient fubied. 

King. An thou indeed ? 

7/r.Proue me my gracious foueraigne. 

Xw^.Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Ttr.l my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 

King, Why there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes tomyreft,and my fweete fleepes difturbs, 

^re they that I would haue thee deale vpon: 
Tirreljlmeane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

Hr. Let me haue open meanes to come to them, 






, f 0 one He rid you from the feare of them* 

Kim Thou fingft fweet muficke.Comc hither TirriU, 
ffbythat token, rife and lend thine eare. He whtjpert in 

Tis no more but fo,fa y, is it done his eare. 

Ld I will loue thee, and preferre thee too. 

Tin Tis done my gracious Lord. • 

Shall we heare from thee TtrreU,t re we fleepe? 

^ Enter Buckingham* 

Tir, Yea my good Lord. 

Buc, My Lord, I haue confidcrea in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

King. Well let that pa. fc, Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Bhc. 1 heare that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly , he is your wiues fonne; W ell looke too it. 
Bhc. My Lord I claim® your gift,my due by promife. 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 
TheEarlcdome of Herford and the moueables. 

The which you promised I fhould polTefTe. 

K,ng. Afdw/yibo^etoyourn.fc.ifdieconuey 
Letters toRichmond you (halranfwcre it.* 

Buc. Whatfayes your HighnelTc to my iuft demand? 
King . As I remember Henry the fixt 
Did prophefie that Richmond (bould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifh boy, 

AKing perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord, 

King. How chance the Prophet could not atthat time, 
Haue told me, I being by, that I fhould kill him. 

Bhc. My Lord, your promife for the Earledomc. 

King. Richmond , when laft I was at Exeter , 

The Maior in curtcfie (hewed me the Caftle, 

Andcallcdit Ruge-mount,atwhich name I darted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told me once 
I lliould not liuelong after 1 faw Richmond 
Bhc. My Lord. 

King. I, whats a clockc ? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Ofwhatyou prumifde me.. 

King. Well, but whats a clocke? 

Buc. Vpon the ftroke often. 

I King* 
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King. Well, let it ftrike. 

Bhc. Why let it ftrike? 

Ktng Becaufe that like a Iacke then keepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy beggingand my meditation. 

\ lamnotinthcginingvainetoday. 

Bhc. Why then refolue me whether you will or no? 

K. Tut,tut,thou troubleft me,l am not in thevaine.£w 

Bhc, Is it eucnfo? rewards he my true feruice ’ * 

Wtthfueh deepc contempt, made I him King for this f 
O let me thinkc on Hafitngt, and begone 
To Brecknock^ while my fearcfull head is on. 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell. 

"Fir. The tyrannous and bloudy deed is done, 

The moft arch-aft of pitteous maifacre, 

That, euer yet thwland.was guiltie of, 

- Tfighton and Eorreft whom 1 did fubborne, 

To do thisruthfull peece of butchery, 

, Although they wereflefhtvillaincs.bloudy dogs, 

\ Melting with tendernelTeandcompaffion, 

Wept like twg children in theif deaths fad ftoriese 
Loe thus quoth Dighton lay thefc tender babes, 

Thus,thus quoth Forrest girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablaftcr armes, 

Theirlips like foure red Rofes on a ftalke, 

When in their fommerbeautie kifteach other, 

A booke of prayers on their pillow laie, 

Which once quoth Pw-rotfalmoft chang’d my mind, 

But O the Diuell ! there the villaiue ftopt, 

Whilft Dtghton thus told on we fmootbered 
Themoft replenilhcdfweetworkcof nature 
That from the prime creation euer heframde, 

They could notfpeakc,and Co I left them both, 

Tobring thefetydings to the bloudy King. 

Enter King Richard. 

And here hecome./illhaile my ioucraigBe Lieges 

King. Kind Tim#, and I happiein thy newes? 

Fir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happineire.be happie then, 

Eor iti$ done my Lord. 
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oiTQcfiaratne inird. 

King. But didft thou fee them dead ? 

, I did my Lord, 
j hng. And buried gentle Ttrrilli 
fir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them : 

Rut how or in what place 1 do not know. 

° fm. Come to mzTirrill looneat after fupper, 

And thou (halt tell the procetfc of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how 1 may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit Tirrili, 

Farewell till foone. . 

fhe fonne of O aref>ce haue I pent vp dole, 

His daughter meanely haue I matcht in marriage, 

Thefonnes of Edward fleepe in tydbrahamsboComc f 
And Ann: my wife hath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the Brittait 2 Richmond aimes 
And yon g Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catejhy . 

Cat. My Lord. . 

King. Good newes or bad, that thou corneft in fo bluntly? 
fit. Bad newes my Lord-, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill his power cncreafeth. 

Kmg. Ely with r Richmondttonb\<ts me more ffeare 
Then Buckingham and his ralh leHied army: 

Come, 1 haue heard that fearefulleommenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac’t beggery. 

Then fieric expedition be my wings, 
lout, CLier curie, and Herald for a King. 

Come mufter men, my counfaile is my (hield, 

We muft be briefc,whcn traitors braue the field. Exeunt , 

Enter J^ueene Alar gar etfola. 
i ^u.tJLlar. So now profperitic begins to naeliow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Here in thefe confines flilie haue I lurkf. 

To watch the wayning of mine aduerlaricss 
Adireinduftion ami witnefletoo, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
I * . 



Will proue as bitter, blacke and tragicafl, 

Withdraw tliec wretched Margaret, who comes hcere 
Enter the ueene , and t he 'Dutcheffe of Torke. 

Qu. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes!. 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing Cvveers, 

1 f yet your gentlcfoules flie in the aire, 

And be notfixtin doome perpetual!, 

Houer aboue me with your airie wings , 

And heareyour mothers lamentation. 

Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right, 
Hacn dimd your infant morne, to aged night. 

Sin. Wilt thou O God the from fuch gentle lambes, 
And throw them in the intrailcsof the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 

SI*- Mar. When holy Mary died-and my fweet .Jon. 
Dutch. Blind iight,deau life, poore mor tall liuingGhoQ, 
Woes feeane, worlds fhame,graues dueby life vfurpt, 
Reft their vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

V nlawfull made drunke with innocents blood. 

Sin. O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue, 

As thou can ft yeeld a mdancholly feat. 

Then would 1 hide my bones- not reft them heere,- 

0 who hath any caufc to mourne but I i 
Dnt. So many miferies haue craz’d my voice 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbe*, 
AdWr^Piantagcnet, why art thou dead/ 1 
SlusJftlar. If ancient furrow be moft rcuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie, 

A nd let my woes frownc on the vpper hand, 

Ifforrow can admit focietic, 

T ell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine: 

1 had an Edward, a Richard kild him. 

1 had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

T hou hadft an Edward,x\ 11 a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadfta Richard^ cilia Richardk'Ati him, 

Dut. 1 had a "Richard too, and thou didft kill him.- 
I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him, 
Sln.*~M*r. Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Rtchardkili hit*' 
From forth the kenneli of thy wombe hath crept. 
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oound that doth hunt veall to death, 

;f) 0 ope that had his teeth before his eyes 
J h nrrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods^ 

I°Jfouk defacer ofGods handy workc, 

Sy wombe letloofe to chafe vsto ourgraues, 
nvDri D ht,iuft,and true difpofmgGod, 

How do 1 thanke thee.that this car nail curre 
Proves on the iffue of his mothers bodie, 

And y makes her pue-feilow with others monc. 

mt O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes ; 

God witneffe with me, 1 haue wept for thee. 

9a, Mar. Beare with me, I am hungry for rcu euge 
Andnow I cloie me with beholding it: 

Thv Edward he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quite my Edward, 

Yong Yorke, he isbutboote,becaufe both the; r 
Match not the high perfection ofmy k ft « 

Thy Clarence he is dead,that kild my •. "■ * r «.v 
And the beliolders of this T ragicke pi v > 

The adulterate HaJHngs,Rtuers, Vaughan, Cjrcy, 

Vntimely fmoothered in their duskie graues, 

Eschar iyetliues, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their faftor to buy loules. 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

. Enfues his pitteous, and vupitded end, 

Earth gapes,helsburnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To hauehim fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bond of life deare God 1 pray. 

That I may liue to fay the Dog is dead, 

£ht. 0 thou didft prophefie the time would come 
That 1 fiiould wifh forthee to helpe me curile 
That bott eld fpider, that foulehunch-backt toad. 

S>u, Mar. I cald the then, vaine flourifli ofmy fortune, 
IcalJ thee then poore (haddow, painted Queenc, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was, 

The flattering index ofadirefuli pageant. 

One heau’d a high, to be hurld downe below, 

Amother oncly, mockt with two fweet babes, 

A drearae of which thou wert, a breach, abubblc, 
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A figineofdignitie, a garilh flagge, 

To be, the aime ofeuery dangerous foot, 

AQu'.ee ne in icuft, onely to fill thefocane * 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou iov? 
i Vho fu cs to thee, and cries God faue the Queenc> 

\ Vliere .be the bending Peercs that flattered thee? 
Where b * the thronging troupes that followed thee / 
Decline a»’i this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diftrelfed widdow : 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailcs the name.- 
For Qneene ya very Catife crown’d with care - 
For o;Ve bein-gfued too, one that humbly foes; 

For one com uianding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that l cornd at me, now fcorn’d ofme. 

Thus hath tht courfe ofiuftiee wheel'd about,' 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no mo re, hut./ mught of what thou art. 

To torture thee the "ore.being what thou art. 

Thou didft v fur pc my place,and doeft thou not 
V furpe the iuft proportion of my forrow > 

Now thy proud necke, beares halfe my butthened yoke. 
From which, cuen heere, I flip nsy wearied necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee; t» 

Farewell 7®-^ wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Engliih woes, will makeme fmilc in France, 

O thou wellskild in curfes,ftay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Qu.Mar. Forbeareto fleepe the night, and faft the day, 
Compare dead happineflfe with liuing woe, 

Thinke thatthy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fowler then he is.- 
Bettring thy lofle makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Rcvoluing this, will teach thee how tocurfe. 

My wordsare dull,0 quicken them with thine, 
^«.A/rf.Thy woes wil make them lharp.& pierce like mine. 

Dut. Why Ihould calamitie be full of words? Exit Mn,. 

JZ*. Windie atturnies to your client woes, 

Aierie fucceedcrs of inteftateioyes, 

Poore 



„„ hreathine orators of miferies, 

T ^ aiie ^°P e , though what they doc impart 

& at all, yet doe they eafe t he hart. 

nL If fo, then be not tong-tide, goe with me, 

Ti in t he breath of bitter words, letsfmoothcr 
uv damned fonne,which thy twolonnesfmothered: 

Iheare his drum, becopious in exclaimes. 

° Enter King Richard marching mth T^rummts 

and Trumpets. 

Krn. Who intercepts my expedition? 

A lhe,that might haue intercepted thee, 

Ev (trailing thee in her accused wombe, 

Froinallthe ilaughtcrs wretch, that thou haft done, 

. Chi ' Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne. 
Where ihould be grauen,if that right were right. 

The (laughter of the Prince that owda rhat crowne, 
yiud the dire death of my two tonnes, an ' brothers.* 

Tellme thou vilhinc llaue, where arc Children? 

jw.Thou rode,thou code, where is i y .other Clarence? 
And littleNed Rlantagener, his Sonne ? 

~ ofa, wh«e ie kind Hafii»gs 7 Rttters , V atighan. Gray > 

King. A flourilh trumpets, (trike alarum di ummes, 

Let not the heauens hearc thefe tcl-talc women 

Raile onVPic Lords annointed.i'trike lfay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and in treat me faire, founds. 

Or with the clamorous report ofwarre. 

Thus will 1 drowneyour exclamations,. 

But. An thoumy fonne? 

King. Llthanke God, my father and your fclfe. 

But. Then patiently lrcare my impatience. 

, Kmg. Madam 1 hauca touch of your condition; 

Which cannot brookc tire accent oi reproote. 

But. I will be mildc and gentle in my ipeech; 

King, And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

But. Art thou fo haftie, I haue ftaid for thee, 

Godknowcsinanguifli,paineandagonic. 

King. And camel not atlaft tocomfbrtyou? 

But, No by the holy roode thou knowft it well? 
Ihoqcamft oivcarth,to make the earth my hell t > 
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A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

T echie and waiward was thy infancie, * 

Thy fchooie-daies frightfulfdeiperate, wildc and furi™. 
Thy age confirmde.proud.fubtiil, bloudie, trechcL?' 
What comfortable houre canlt thou name, Ui>4 

That euer grac t me in thy compame ? 

Kwg Faith none but Humphrcj hourc,that cald yoqjr m . 
iobreaketaft once forth of my compare: 7 ° ac ‘ 

li it be fo gratious in your light. 

Let me march on,and not offend your grace. 

Dm. O heare me fpeake.for 1 (hall ncuer fee thcemore 
King, Come, come, you are too bitter* 

Dm. Either thou wilt die by Gods iu ft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conqueror, 

Or 1 with griefe and extreameage (hall pcrifli, 

And neuerlookevpon thy face againe: 

Therefore take with thee my mo ft heauiccurfe, 

Which in the day f battell tire thee more 
Then aikhtepm pleat armou r th a t thou wearft. 

My prayerson the aduerfc partie fight, 

And there the little foules of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies. 

And promife them fucceffe and victory, 

Bloudie thou art, and bloudie will be thy end, 

Shame ferues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

J^-T hough far more caufe,y et much lelle fpirit to curie 
Abides in me, I fay e^men to all. 

King. Stay Madam,I muft fpeake a w'ord with you. 

I haue no more fonnesofthe royall blood, 

For thee to murthcr, for my daughters, Richard 
They fliall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Quccnes, 
And therefore leuell not to hittheirliucs. 

King. You hauc a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and faire, royall and gratious. 

gu. And muff: fhe die for this? O let her live, 

And He corrupt her manners, ffaine her beautie, 

Slander my felfe, as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile of infamie. 

So flie may liu>- vnfeardefrom bleeding (laughter, 
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1 will confefTe (lie was notEdwards daughter* , 

1 rim Wrong not her birth, (he is of royall blood. 

%a.To faue her life, lie fay flie is not to. 
fig] Her life is onely fafeft in her birth. 
a/jad onely in that fafety died her brothers* 
gm. Loeat their births good liars were oppofite. 

Qu. No to their hues bad friends were contrs 
Xim. AW vnauoyaed is the doome of deftin, 

(jh. True, when avoyded grace makes deftiny, 

Mybabes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleft theo with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fo thriuel in my dangerous 
As intend more good to you and yours. 

Then euer you and yours were by me wrong u, 
go. What good is couered with the face of 
To he difeou ered that can doe me good. - 
^iw|.Theaduancementofyour children mightiejuw 
. Vp to fome fcaffold, there to loofe their heads. 

King. No to the dignitieand height of honor. 

The height imperiall tipe of this earths glory. 

£ht. Flatter my forrowes with report ofit. 

Tell me what ftate, what dignitic,what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

King, Euen all 1 haue, yea and my felfe and all* • 

Will 1 withall endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowne thefad remembrance of thofe wrongs 
Which thou fuppofell I haue done to thee. 

Eebriefe,leafl thattheprocelTeof thykindnelfe 
Laftlonger telling then thy kindnetfe doo. 

Ki, Then know that from my foule I loue thy daughter. 
i^.My daughters mother thinks it with her foule. 

King. What doc you thinke? 

Qn. T hat thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule, 
Sofrom thy foule didft thou loue her brothers, 
dnd from my hearts loue, I doe thanke thee for it, 

Ki, Be not fo haflie to confound my meaning* 

I meane that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 
t^hd nieaae to make her Queene of England* 
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J2u. .fay then, who doeftthou meanefhallbeherKiW 
King. Euen he that makes her Q.ueene,who Ihould elf,: 
£1", What thou? 

Kmg. I, euen 1, what thinke you of it Madam? 

£lu. How canft thou woe her? 

King. Thatl would learne ofyou, 

As onethatwere bed; acquainted with her humor. 

£2u.. And wilt thou learne of me ? 

. King . Madam, with all niy heart. 

jQu. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 
EdwardandYorke, then happily fhe will weepe. 
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, a handkercheffe fteept in Rut/andsbhoi, 
And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a ftory of thy noble ads: 

Tell her thou mad’ ft away her vnckle Clarence , 

Her Vncke Riuers, yea, and for her fake 
Madedquickeconueiance with her good Aunt Anne, 
King. Come, come, ye mocke me, this is not the way 
To w inne your daughter. 

J^a.There is no other way, 

Vnletlc thou couldft put on fome other lhape, 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

King. Inferre faire Snglands peace by his alliance. 

£ht. Which (he (hall purchafe with dill lading warre. 
Kmg. Say that the King which may command, intreats. 1 
££u, That at her hands which the Kings king forbid. _ 
King. Say fhe (hall be a high and mightie Quccae. 

££h. Towailethe title as her mother doth,. 

Kmg. Say 1 will loue her euerlaflingly. 

^».But how long (hall that title euerlaft? 

Kmg. Sweetly infbrce vnto her faire liues end. 

£gu, But how long fairely (hall that title lad? 

'Kmg. So long as heauen and nature lengthensit. 

£)u vSolongas hcllandUarb^hkesofit- 
Kmg. Say I her foueraigne am her fubie&loue. 
gu. But iheyout fubie&loaths f uch foueraingtic. 



or Kicnard the Third, 

King, Be eloquent in my behalfe to her, 

0tt. An honed tale fpeeds beft being plainely told, 
gme. Then in plaine tcarmes tell her my louing tale. 

Plaincand not honeft is too harfh a ftile. 

Kwo, Madam, your reafons are too fliallow,& too quick. 
(jht. O no, my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

Harpeon it ftill flialll, till heart-ftrings breake. 

King, Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crowne. 
gu, Prophan’d, difhonor’d,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 
jj^.By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophan'd, hath loft h is holy honor : 

The Garter blcmifht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue.- 
The Crownevfurpt, difgrac’c his Kingly dignitie, 
Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be belecudc, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d, 
King, Now, by the world. 

£h. Tisfullofthy foulewrongs. 

Kwg, My fathers death. 

£ht. Thy felfe hath that difhonor’d. 

King, T hen by my felfe. 

$u. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

Kmg, Why,thenbyGod. 

Gods wrong is mod of all: 

If thou hadd fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King thy brother made, 

Hadnot bcene broken,nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadd fear’d to breake an oath by him, 

Thelmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made aprey for worme. 

King. By the time to come. 

That thou had wrong’d in time orepaft, 

For I my felfe haue many teares to wafh 

Hereafter time for time, by thee palt wrong’d, 

fhe children liue, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 
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Vngouerndyouthjto wayleit with her age, 

T he parents line whofe children thou haft butcherd. 

Old withered plaints to waile it with their age: 

Sweare notby time to come,forthat thou haft 
Mifufed, ere vfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. I entend to profper and repent. 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt 
Ofhoftile armcs,ray i'elfe my felfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite, all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated devotion, holy thoughts, 

I render not thy beauteous princely daughter. 

In her confifts my happinefte and thine* 

Without her followes to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foule, 

Sad defolation,ruine and decay, 

It cannot be auoided butby this: 

It will not be auoided but by this: 

Therefore good Mother ( 1 muft cally ou fo) 

Be the atturncy oftny loue to her* 

Pleade what I will be, riot what I haue beene, 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue: * 

Vrge the neceflitie and ftate of times, 
s^hd be not peeuifh fond in great delignes* 
ght, (ball 1 be tempted of the Diuell thus? 

King. I, if the Diuell tempt thee to doe good. 

£ht. Shall 1 forget my felfe to be my felfe? 

King. I, ify our felfes remembrance wrong your felfe* 
£)u! But thou didft kill my Children. 

Ki. But in your daughters wombe He buriethem, 
Where in that neft of4«cerie there ihall breed, 

Selfes of themfelues, to your recomfiture. 

Slit- Shall I goe win my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happy mother -by the deed. 

6)u, I goe, write to me very ihortly. 

King. Beare her my true loues kitfe : farewell. Exit Jg- 

Relentingfoole,and flxallow changing woman* Enter Rat. 
Tty. My gracious Soueraignejonthe Wefternecoatt, 




to Salisbury , 
iindfull villani 
t to the Duke?- 









R ideth a puiifant Nauie: To the ftiore. 

Throng many doubtfullhollpw-harted 
Vnartrid, and vnrefolu’d tobeatethem backe: 

Tk thought that Richmond is their Admiral!: 

And there they hull, espe&ing but 
ftffackwbm to welcome them a flioie. 

Somelight-foot friend, pofttofheD. 

Ratclift thy felfe, or Catesby, where is he 2 
Cat. Heere my Lord. 
tin. FlietotheDuke; poft 
When thou comeft there : dull 
Why ftandft thou ftilfand goeft not to 
Cat. Firft mightie foueraigne,!et me 
What from your grace 1 (halldeliuer him. 

King* O true, good Catesbie , bid him leuie 
The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 

<^nd meet me prefently at Sahsburie. 

Rat. What is your highnelTe plcafure I lhal do at Salisbury 
King. Why what would ft thou doe there before 1 go? 

Your Highncs told me I Ihould poft before. 
KingMy mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang’d : 

How now, what newes with you2 Enter Darby. 

D<w.None good my Lord, to pleafe you with the hearing, 
Nor none fo bad, but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 
i Why dooft thourunne fo many mile about, 

' When thou may ft tell thy tale aneerer way, 

Once more what newes 2 
Bar. Richmond is on the fens, 
ifrsy. There let him fmke,and be thefeason him. 

White liuered runnagate, what doth he there 2 

Bar. I know not mightie foueraigne but by gueue* 

King. Well fir, as you guelfe,as you guelfe. 

Bar, ?turdvpby Dorfet,Buckinghamznd Ely* 

Hemakes for England, these toclaimethecrownei 
Kina, Is the Chaire empty? Is the fword vnfwaidf 
Is the King dead? the Empire vnpolfeft? 

What heire of Terris there aliue but we? 

•Aid who is Snglandfk mg, but great Torkgs heire? 




Then tell me what doth he vpon thefea? 

Dar. V nleffe for that my Liege, 1 cannot guefle* 

Kmg, V nleire for that, he comes to be your Liege 
You cannot gueffe wherefore the Welchman com! * 
Thou wilt reuolt, and flie to him I feare. * 

Dar. No niightie liege, therefore mi ftruft me nob 

King, Where is thy power then to beat him backe? 
Where are thy tenants and thy followers i 
A re they not now vpon the Wefteme fhore, 

Safe conducing the rebels from their fhips. 

Dar. No my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 

King.Cold friends to ^rW^.what do they i n the N orth/ 
When they fhould feme their foucraigne in the Weft. 
‘Dar. They haue not been commanded mightie foueraign, 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to giue me leaue, 

Ilemufter vp my friends and meet your Grace, 

Where and what timeyour Maieftie lliall pleafe? 

King. 1,1, thou wouldtt begone to ioyne with Richmond , 

I will aot truft you fir. 

Dar. Moft mightiefoueraigne, 

You haue no caufe to hold my frie doubtfull, 

I neuerwas,nor neuer will be falfc.ndftiip 

King. Well, go mufter men; but heareyou.leaue behind 
Yourfon George Stanley, looks your faith befirme: 

Or elfe,his heads alfurance is but frailc. 

Dar. So deale with him, as I proue true to you. Exit, 

Enter a (JMeJfenger. 

lMc[. My Gratious foucraigne, now in Deuonjhire, 

As 1 by friends am well aduertiied. 

Sir William Courtney , andthe haughtiePrelate, 

Biftiop of Exeter, his brother there, 

With many moe confederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Afeflenger. 

Mef, My liege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes, 

And euery houre more competitors 

Flocketo their aide, and ftill their power cncrcafeth. 

Enter another AJeJfenger. 

Mef, My Lord, the armie of the Duke of 'Buckingham. 

Hejiriketh him. 

King, 



BS® . or lucnarauic i 

Out on ye Owles,nothing but fongs of death. 

. that vntill you bring me better newes. 

r Your Gmcemiftakes,thc newesl bringis good, 
. ’ L is that by fudden flood and fall of water, 

ISeb.rairftefl^TO“»\ k "7' s ; h ' th ' r - 

t Kino. O i cry you mertie, 1 did miftake, 

Rafc/S ieward him iot thC bl ° W 1 gaUC himt 

Hath any weUaduifcd friend giuen out, / 

R . wards for him that brings in Buckingham? 

R M r s uc h proclamation hath been made my liege. 

J ' Enter another Mejfenger. 

M Sir Thomae Louell, and Lord Marques Dorfet, 

Tisfaid my Liege are vp in armes. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 
TheBrittaine Nauie is difperft, Richmond in Dorfetfhire, 
Sent out a boat to askethem on the fhore. 

If they were his affiftants yea, or no: 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his partie : he miftrufting them, 

Hoift fade, and madeaway for Brittaine. 

Km March on.march on,fince weare vp u armes, 

If notgo fight with forraigne enemies. 

Yet to beat downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter fatesbie. 

Cat, My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the beft newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford) 

Iscolder newes, yet they muft be told. 

King. Away towards Salisbury) while we reafon here, 

A royallbattell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby, Sir Chrijlophcr. 

Dar, Sir Cr, Jlopber, tett Richmond this from me, 
Thatin the ftic ofthis moft bloudie Bore, 

My fon George Stanley is franckt vp rn hold, 

Iflreuoult off goes.yong(,t<?rg«head. 

The fewc of that, with-holds my prefent aide. 



But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Chrijl. At Pembrooke, or at Hertford weft in Wales 

Dar, What men of'name refort to him? 

S. Chnfi . Sir Walter Herbert , a rcnowned'fuuldier 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley , 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke, fir lames Blunt, 

Rice ap Thomas, with a valiantcrew. 

With many rape of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they doebend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withall.. 

_ Returne vnto my Lord, commend me to him 
T ell hiBi ; the Quecne hath hartily confented 
He (hall cfpoufe Elijah ethhtx daughter, 

Thefe Letters willrefolue him of my mind , 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Buckingham to Execution. 

Buc. W ill not King Richard let me fpeake with bira J 

Rat, No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. Hdfiihgs, and Edwards children, Riuers, (fray. 
Holy King Henry , and thy faire fonne Edward. 

Vaughan, and all that haue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted,fowle iniuftice, 
Ifthatyourmoodiedifcontcntedfoules, A 

Do through the cloudes behol9 this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge, mocke my deftrmfhon: 

This is All-foules day,fellowes, is it not. ? 

Rat. StismyLord. 

Buc.MVhy then All-foules day, is my bodies Doomcfday; 
This ii> the day, that i n Ki n g Edwards time 
I wifht might fall on me, when 1 was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wiues-allies: 

This is the day wherein I wifht to fall. 

By the falfe faith of him 1 trufted moft; 

This, this All-foules day, to my fearefull foule, 

Is the determined refpitofniy wrongest 
That high all-feer that I dallied w itb, 

Hathturndmy fained praieronmyhead, TSJO 58 
Andgiuenin earneftwhatlbegdinieaft. ^ ^ 
Thus doth he force thefword of wicked men , ^ 
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